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Of all created things, 
the loveliest | 
And most divine are children. 
—William Canton. 
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Dear children, 

When I was a child, I had no problem finding a place to 
play with my friends. There were so many open spaces for us| 
to play cricket, hide ‘nd seek, police-thief, or plain ‘catching 
game’, So I got my exercise regularly, simply because all we 
did after school those days was 
play, play and play. 

Today, there are hardly any’ 
open spaces, especially in cities 
and well-developed towns. 
‘School playgrounds too appear'| 
to have shrunk in size. Homes 
with lovely gardens are disap- 
pearing and flats are taking| 
their places. Children have to 
do with limited playing in their| 
school playgrounds, and once 
they are back home, they have| 
no place to run about, Most o 
them watch TV and then do 
their homework, 

The natural activity of my days is no more. This of course 
is not good for the body which needs a lot of exercise. 

That is why, there are so many kinds of planned exercises 
‘you can do inside your own homes, to keep fit and healthy. 

‘This issue is devoted specially to keeping fit. 


Love, 





Editor. i 
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Dear Editor 
© Thave a complaint. You publish 
the ‘Colour and Keep! page behind the 
poster, So we have to make a choice. 
Whether tose the poster, orthe ‘Colour 
and Keep’ page. So please publish that 
age somewhere else. 
Deepak Sarda, 
Parsi School, Secunderabad, 


Dear Editor, 
© How do you want us to react to 
the ghost story ‘Curiosity’ in the Oc- 
tober '92 issue? Do you want us to be 
afraid of entoring old mansions? 

8, Nagarajan, aged 13 





Dear Editor, 


© The ghost story ‘Curiosity’ was 
very good and adventurous. But what 





happens in the end? Does the ghost 
die, or does Anita take a bus to school? 
Tam curious to know, as the story is 





Reshma R, aged 13, 

Madras 4. 

Well, I guees Anita too was buried 

under the heap of bricks and cement! 
She must be dead. 
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Idon't know if aghost ean die. That 
ghost story sure was ‘curious’, wasn't 
ie Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
*> In your October *92 issue Dat- 
tesh Verleker's essay titled ‘A House 
on Fire’ is not his own work. Itis 
1 replica of the essay under the same 
title appearing in the ‘High Schoo! 
Grammar and Composition’ — 
by Wren and Martin. 
K, Ravishankar, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 085, 


Dear Editor, 

*© I was surprised to read Arvind 
R's lotter (October issue). How ean he 
read a book like 'Gokulam’ in just 6 
hours? I take at lonst 8 hours to read 
it 








Bajju K,, Std. VIII, 





Dear Editor, 
*© Wo havo a prob- 
om in school. There is 
fa boy ealled Navin in 
class who troubles 
everybody. We have 
complained to the class 
teacher but our efforts 
wore in vain. He had 
plained that we were troubling 
him. Can you suggest a solution, 
“Gokulam' readers? 

G. Arunkuma) 








Dear Editor, 
*@ I find ‘Gokulam’ intere 


amusing, and sometimes boring too! 
From the day I began to read this 
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‘magazine, I wanted at 
least one of my stories 
to be published in it. T 
have sent almost five to 
‘six stories to you. 

‘The most disap- 
pointing thing is that 
not even a single story 
‘has been published so far. 

But still, [ have not lost hope. I 
shall keep reading ‘Gokulam' and I 

jing stories to you 











8. Balavignesh, 
Madurai - 625 020. 


Hats off to you, Balavignesh! We 
appreciate your perseverance. Ed. 


Snippets from our readers: 

© Iam 17yearsold, and I didn't at 

first read ‘Gokulam' thinking it was 

only for children. Now I read it 
regularly. 

R. Abirami, aged 17, 

Madras - 600 034. 


ee [read Nita’s Diwali cover story 
(October issue). But I don’t think it is 
atrue story. fits true, please publish 
proofs of 








N.Jayashree, aged 14, 
‘Adarsh Vidyalaya, Madr 













My mother and father find 
‘Gokulam' interesting toot 

M.N. Naveen, 

K.GF. -569 115. 


20 The essay ‘Auto-biography of a 
Coin was very interesting. 

P. Raghavan 

Madras - 19 and R. Balu, 


© [read ‘Gokulam’ for the first 
time in September. I had gone to buy 
‘Tinkle’. But since it was not available, 
T bought ‘Gokulam’. Please publish 
more stories. 
Syed Feroz Hassan, aged 12, 
Secunderabad - 17. 


22 Mylittlosister and I fight about 
who reads ‘Gokulam’ first 

M.P.B. Anand, 

Coimbatore - 641 012. 


*2 [have a problem like Arvind's, 
(Cetober issue). In our 
village, there is no cir- 
culating library for us 
to join. When I finish 
readinga book, I read it 
many times till another 
issue is bought. 
NaI. Jiji Saras- 
wathy, aged 11, 
Pollachi - 642 005, 





© _[ like ‘Viewpoint’ 

and ‘Letter Box’ best. 

V. Lavanya, aged 10, 
‘Vellore - 632 009. 
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INCIDENTS IN DAILY LIFE 








‘t would have been just 
another Sunday, had it not 
happened... 

T was busy studying, when I 
heard my name boing called out 
in pain, 

“Karthik!” The voice was 
shrill and pain-filled. 

‘Astonished and alarmed, I 
cried back, “Amma!” 

Dropping my pen, I ran 
towards the voice. 

Iran tothe front room tofind 
that my mother had fainted! 

T called out to my brother. 
‘Then both of us helped her sit 
on the diwan, She desperately 
wanted something... something 
to drink, 

I thought so, for she indi- 
cated that with her hand, I ran 
to the kitchen and returned 











with a cup of water. She gulped 
it down, but it seemed to make 
her no better. 


was panic-stricken. I was 

‘trying to locate our family 
doctor on the phone... but in 
vain, 

Meanwhile, mother's finger- 
tips were turning blue - first 
pale, then becoming more and 
more darker. I knew it was not 
a good sign. I cursed the fact 
that my dad was not at home, 
and the telephone for being 80 
unhelpful... 

‘Mother was trying to say 
something. I could make out 
that sho wanted something to 
drink, Judging by her lip move- 
ments, I made out that she was, 
asking for Horlicks, 


iisaniatheidtchen, my hands 
movingas ifon their own. My 
mind was clouded with dis- 
turbed thoughts. I made that 
vital cup of Horlicks (till today I 
don’t know howI made it). I was 
desperately in need of help and 
support, and I was on the verge 
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of tears. I prayed to all the gods 
I knew to save mom.. 

T gave my mother the Hor- 
licks. She took a sip, another.... 
Suddenly she vomitted it out 
along with a piece of curry 
which had been lodged in her 
windpipe, making her suffo- 
cate. 





ithin minutes, she 

recovered, all her faint- 
noss gone. My brisk mom was 
back, and she complained tome 
in her monotonous sing-song 
voice, “Karthik! You don't even 
know how to make a cup of Hor- 
licks. You have put in Nescafe 
instead of sugar. It tasted 
awful” 


My mother and brother 
laughed at me, and in the eve- 
ning, papa joined them in their 
laughter too. 


ut we all knew that if it 
hadn't been for the sour 
Horlicks... 

I just let the thought drop. It 
sent shivers down my spine. I 
just thanked God. 

It’sthree years since that in- 
cident now. But it romains as 
fresh aseverin my memory. Not 
just because my mom had 
‘crossed a hurdle in her life, but 
because I had, too. 


R. Karthik, aged 15, 
Madras - 78. 
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=== STORIES FROM OUR READERS: 


A TIGER FOXED! 


Ii the middle of a deep 
forest, a girl named Aarthi 
lived with her parents. 

One day, her father decided 
to visit one of his friends. As he 
went out, he left the front door 
of the house open. Seizing the 
opportunity, a tiger entered. 

‘Aarthi was playing, and hor 
mother had just laid the table 
for them to have lunch. 


Aes mother was very 
alarmed when she saw the 


tiger. 





“Don’t be afraid,” said the 
tiger. “I am a friend. I want 
somebody toplay with me at my 
house. So let me take Aarthi 
back home.” 

‘Aarthi’s mother knew very 
‘well that bighungry tigers don’t 
play with little girls, They cat 
them. 

So she said, “Come tomor- 
row.” 

So everyday, the foolish 
tiger wouldcome, andeveryday, 
‘Aarthi’s mother would ask it to 
come the next day. Three years 

passed that 
way. 


ne day, 

‘Aarthi 
overheard her 
mother tell- 
ing the tiger 
that she 
would give 
her to it the 
next day. She 
was very 
frightened, 
and began to 
ery. 

Her father 
came home 
and asked, 
“Why are you 
crying?” 
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“Mummy wants to give me 
away to the tiger tomorrow,” 
she sobbed. 

Her mother came just then 
and told him the entire story. 


Ss: when the tiger came as 
jusual the next day, they 
were well prepared. 

“So, I am taking Aarthi 
home today," said the tiger lick- 
ing its lips. “Ask her to sing a 
song for me 

‘Aarthi’s mother agreed. At 
that moment, her father beat 
the donkey that he had special- 
ly bought, to carry out their 
plan, 

“Hoe haaaaw.” 








As it had 
been planned, 
‘Aarthi showed 
the tiger a 
long, thin, 
stick. 


“Oh my 
God!” ox: 
claimed the 
tiger. “How 
thin she is!" 

“Tell her to 
| show me her 

face,” the tiger 
then told Aarthi's mother. 

“Aarthi showed the tiger an 
ugly face drawn on a pot. 

“Oh my God!" screamed the 
tiger. 





nt 


“Qof!" exclaimed the tiger __Itturnedonitsheelsandran 
putting its paws to its ears. deep into the forest, Tt had lost 
“You call this singing?” all its appetite. Aarthi and her 

parents never saw it again. 
then it said, “Let me see 
‘Aarthi’s legs.” 8. Shruthi, Std. 111, 

“Show your legs to Tiger Vana Vani M.HLS. School, 
uncle,” said Aarthi's mother. Madras. 
otarovonor 92 AP 

Fe tr tear 





U.S. Elections 





This is year, in Novem- 
ber, America might have a 
new president. The 
Republican party with 
George Bush as its can- 
didate, is fighting the 
Democratic party and its 
candidate, Bill Clinton. Also 
in the race for president is 
Ross Perot, a Texas bil- 
llonaire, whois contesting as 
an independant. 








Return of Perot 


Perot had withdrawn 
from the race in July, butlast 
month, he announced his 
return. He said that his 
withdrawal was a ‘mistake’. 

“My decision in July hurt 
you," he told his followers, 
“and | apologise.” 

He has chosen Jim 
Stockdale as his vice- 
presidential candidate. 


In the U.S.A., the presi- 
dentis elected for a period of 
four years. He is the head of 
the executive branch of the 


+ Bt clinton 





"George bush 


government. This branch is 
separate fromthe Congress, 
which is made up of the 
House of Representatives 
and the Senate. The Con- 
gress and the president 
have to work together in 
making all policy decisions. 


Election 
Promises 


Both Bush and Clinton 
offer the U.S, citizens plans 
for improving the economy. 
Bush says that he would cut 
taxes for individuals, while 





Clinton plans to increase 
taxes for the wealthy, Clinton 
also accuses George Bush 
of being the worst performer 
on the economic front. 

The re-entry of Ross 
Perot in the race could 
weaken both candidates. 
That is because he might 
wean away support that 
might lessen votes for both, 

George Bush especially 
stands to lose voter support 
from Texas and Florida, 
where Ross Perot finds most 
of his supporters. 


The Next 
President? 


According to an opinion 
poll conducted in October, 
32% of the population said 
they would vote for Bush, 
52% said they would vote for 
Clinton, while Perot has only 
6% voter support. 

Bush, Clinton and Perot 
have made a lot of promises 
= but the question that the 
American public asks is, how 
do they plan to carry them 
out? 

Compiled by Millie. 
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_ Sports - Tennis 














ecently at Las Vegas in tiast 
the US., Jimmy Con- 


‘nors beat Martina Nav- 
ratilova in straight sets, to 


the ‘winner-takes-all, Battle of Brita 


the Sexes’ match, Both players 
gave their best to the game, and 
delighted the watching crowds. 
A similar match was played by 
two legends nearly two decades 
back, in 1973, Then, Billy Jean 
King (the women's champion) 
defeated Bobby Riggs. 


Uy pees has been a popular 
game all over the world for 
the past 120 years. But its 
origin dates back to as early as 
the 12th contury A.D. Before 
the 1870's there was only one 
game called ‘tennis’. And that 
was France's ancient game 
known as ‘Teu de Paume’, which 
is now called ‘Real Tennis’ in 
Great Britain, ‘Royal Tennis’ in 
Australia, and ‘Court Tennis’ in 
the US. This tennis is quite dif- 
ferent from the ‘Lawn Tennis’ 
version of the game that is 
popular today. 

‘The name ‘Field Tennis’ ap- 
pears in some French Ecceles- 


HISTORY 
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tury. Quite ingly, the first 
women to play tennis hos been. 
recorded in 1427. 





T e game spread to the U.S. 
in the 17th century. And it 
was Great Britain which was 
instrumental in popularising it 
all over the world. A tennis 
court even existed in 1866, in 
Russia, in the city of St. 
Petorsburg. 

By the end of the 18th con- 
tury, it looked as if the game of 
tennis wasfinished. The French 
Revolution and the Napoleonic 
wars had put an end to it in 

*Mastina, 
thor 










* Connon, Ina moment ot victory 





France, and most of Europe had 
discarded it. 

But in the 19th century, the 
game revived. 





tennis court was bui 
the Lord’s Cricket grounds 
in 1839. Courts were also built 
during the same time in Europe 
and the U.S.A. In 1877, the 
First Tennis Association was 
formed in Great Britain. 

‘The first recorded interna- 
tional match was played in 
1883, C.M. Clarke, and J.S 
Clarke, two brothers, played 
against the British twins, Wil- 
liam and Ernest Renshaw. The 
Renshaw brothers won that 
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tournament, which was 
played as a series of 
three matches with a 
score of 2-1, 

Then came World 
War II, and once again, 
tennis waned from the 
sports scene. 


fhe game has seen a 
lot of changes. In 
the earlier days, a set 
consisted of 15 games. 
But today, only six 
games form a set. 

It is such a fiercely 
competitive game, that 
the amount of money to 
be won increases every 
year. Today, the winner 
of any major tournament 
around the world gots at 
least $150,000 as prize 
money. 


he prestigious Wimbledon 

Championships began in 
1877 (men's championships). 
The Ladies Tournaments, 
began in 1884. 

‘The Wimbledon, the French 
Open, the U.S. Open and the 
Australian Open Champion- 
ships are together referred toas 
the ‘Grand Slam’.Onewhowins 
all four titles is said to have 
performed the Grand Slam, To- 
date, only four players have 
won ‘it on five occasions, The 
most recent performer of the 
Grand Slam, is Steffi Graff of 
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Germany in 1988. The same 
year, she won the Olympic gold 
for tennis, making it the ‘Gold- 
en Slam’! 

‘There are nearly 100 tour- 
naments held every year, all 
over the world, for men and 
women players. 


the Association of Tennis 
Professionals (ATP) 
headed by president Vijay Am- 
ritraj, arranges the tours for 
men. In the same way, the 
Women's Tennis Association 
(WTA) arrnges women's tours. 
The International Tennis 
Federation governs both bodies 
mentioned above. 


‘The men and women players 
aregiven aworld ranking which 
is updated every time a tourna- 
ment is played and won. The 
players are given a certain 
number of points for each tour- 
nament he or she participates 
in, depending on the number of 
wins and losses. The points for 
each tournament varies accord- 
ing to the prize money. ‘The 
‘Grand Slam’ tournaments 
carry more points compared to 
the other ones. 


Ihis September, Jimmy 
Connors celebrated his 
4st birthday. He would just be 
completing two decades of play- 
ing professional tennis by the 
end of this year. He has won 
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more than 100 singles titles in 
his illustrious career. 
35-year-old Martina Nav- 
ratilova holds an all-timerecord 
of a 160 singles titles. She has 
also won the most number of 
Wimbledon titles — 9 in all. 

In today's tennis, we see 
many young players win, and 
fade away. They ‘peak’ so early, 
that they ‘fade away’ quickly. 
But there are a few gifted 
players, who like Connors and 
‘Navratilova, can play the game 
constantly and well, afte: years 
of good playing. They are the 
‘ageless wonders! 


(————_——) 
QUICKIE QUIZ! 


Let's see if you can 
answer these two ques- 
tions, If you are a tennis 
buff, you are sure fo have 
inityou don’t tum topage 

9. 





1) Name the player 
who has won the most 
Wimbledon titles (singles 
and doubles). 


2) Is tennis a new 
entrant into Olympics? 








—————— 
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STORIES FROM OUR 





READERS ] 





Te was midnight. I was in bed, 
but couldn'tsleep. I decided toread 
a book. I went into the sitting room 
tolook for one. While I was looking 
through the pile of books there, I 
heard a sound. 

Tt seemed to come from the 





kitehen. 
“What can it be?” I wondered. 
I decided to go there and find 






out. 
Tt sounded like a dull thud. T 
took an umbrella to defend myself 
from this unknown visitor. Who or 
what could it be? I erept into the 
kitchen, half-crouching, the 
umbrella poised before me. 


THE UNKNOWN VISITOR |; 


Tr was dark. I groped for the 
light switch. It felt safer wth the 
light on. I looked around feeling 
little braver. But there seemed to 
be no one! 

“Thu 

‘The sound came again. 

“Thud, thud, 
thud!" Three together 

time. 
I clenched my 


‘teeth and held the 
umbrella more tight- 
ly. It was scary. The 
sound came from the 
direction of the fridge. 
Islowly crept towards 


and looked all 
round. Then I opened 
it and poered into it. 
Nothing wrong 
anywhere. As soon a8 
I shut it, “Thud!" the 
sound came again. 
“Should I go back 
to sleep or find out 
what is in here?” I 
wondered. 
cautiously 


happened in front of 
my eyes. 

“Thud, thud, thud! 

‘The ice meltingin huge chunks 

from the freezer was falling into 

the ice-tray. Someone had acciden- 

tally switched off the fridge.. 
Much relieved, I had hearty 

laugh and went to bed. I was fast 

asleep, my desire fora book forgot- 

ten. 








—S 





Annesha Banerjee, Bombay - 400 097. 
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—An Incident 


Once we visited 
Badrinath and Kedamath with 
my grandmother in the car. 
When we reached Badrinath, 
we were surrounded by beg- 
gars of all kinds, begging us for 
money. My grandmother who 
was feeling generous, gave us 
some 25 paise coins to dis- 
tribute to them. 


I got down from the car 
and gave the first beggar a 25, 
paise coin. He accepted it 
and blessed me. 

| moved on and gave a 
second beggar another 25 
poise coin. This beggar was so 
‘annoyed that he flung the 
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coin back at me, and cried 
angrily, “How dare you insult 
me by giving this? |can‘t even 
buy a single groundnut with 
in” 


Iett so ashamed and con- 
fused that I turned away. 

When I returned home and 
told my friends about it, they 
laughed at me. 

So remember. They nevt 
time you give 25 paise to a 
beggar, it might happen to 
you foo. 


Bhavesh R. Doshi, aged 14, 
Bombay 400 092. 
Se 
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— Story 





A vay from the bustle of the 
city, as you walk down the 
shady tree-lined road, you will 
come across ahuge banyan tree. 
The tree has many aerial roots 
hanging down, thick, leafy 
foliage, plenty of red berries and 
awide brown trunk with a hole 
in it. In this hole lives the 
Undir* family — a family of 
three brown mice. Thereis Papa 
Undir, Mama Undir and their 
six-year-old daughter, Little 
Undir. 

Last summer Mama Undir 
had found the large banyan tree 
which was now their home, 
Papa and Mama had together 
built a really comfortable tree 
house there. Each of them had 
a room of their own. Little 
Undir had a cozy bed to sleep in, 
and a table whore she kept all 
her school books, She had white 
shelves set up by Papa, to keep 
her toys, games and story 
books, She tried to be a tidy 
mouse and succeeded most of 
the time - well, almost all the 
time! 


L* Undir had started to 
igo to the nearby mouse 
school and had already made 
new friends. Shehad alsojoined 
a karate class, to which she 
went three times a week after 
school. Her teacher was a third 


Undie means ‘mouse’ In Marathi, the 
language spoken In Maharashtra. 
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degree black belt, which is very 
advanced in karate. 

Little Undir really had a lot 
of fn, After schoo! she loved 
picking red berries from. the 
banyan treo; swinging on the 
roots; digging in the garden 
around the house; climbing up 
and down a fallen tree nearby; 
and playing with Papa and 
Mama, when they got back 
home .from work in the even- 
ings. Of course, there was 
homework too. 

But best of all, Little Undir 
liked being tucked into bed at 
night. This was the time she 
talked quietly with Mama and 
Papa Undir about what shehad 
done all day. Sometimes Mama 
or Papa told her a story, or read 
her a book while she fell asleop. 





ne night as she got into 
bed, her normally cozy bed 
did not feel quite comfortable. 
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She could not stretch her legs. 
Papa Undir, who was changing 
into his pajamas, saw her and 
said, “Little one, you have 
grown too big for your bed. We 
shall have to get you a new cot 
tomorrow.” 

“But Papa,” asked Little 
Undir. “What will happen tomy 
little bed?” 

“Don't worry about that my 
little one,” said Mama, smiling. 
She looked down and patted her 
stomach which had lately 
seemed rather big and round. 
“You've outgrown your cozy lit- 
tle bed just in time!” 

‘The next day was Saturday 
and there was no school. Little 
Undir decided to go to the furni- 
ture shop with Papa to buy a 
new cot. 

“After all, I have to fit in it,” 
she said. “So I'd better check it 
out myself.” 





t the shop, she was fas- 

‘inated by all the different 
furniture. In the beds section, 
were cots of different sizes and 
colours. She saw single beds, 
double beds, baby cribs, white 
cots, brown cots, red cots and 
many others. 

“We had better buy you one 
that is a regular grown-up size,” 
said Papa Undir. “After all, you 
are growing taller every day.” 

Little Undir agreed and 
chose a cot that was painted 
white. It had a nice blue and 
white mattress to sleep on, and 
Little Undir could not resist 
jumping up and down on it, 

“Now, now!” exclaimed the 
shop keeper. “You don't want to 
ruin your bed even before it 
reaches home, do you?” 

‘The shop keeper promised to 
deliver the bed the same eve- 
ning. Papa and Little Undir 
started back home. 





(0 a ees 
once again, “What's going 
to happen to my little bed, 
Papa?” 

“Very soon, we are going to 
have a new baby who will need 
your little bed,” explained Papa 
Undir. 

“A new baby? A sister for 
me?” asked Little Undir in 
wonder. “You mean from 
Mama’s stomach, like from 
where I came?” 

“Yes, it is going to arrive 
very soon,” explained Papa, 
“But it could very well be a 
brother you know.” 

“My goodness, lets hurry 
back home!” exclaimed Little 
‘Undir, who hadn't noticed that 
Mama did look rather round 
these days. 

“Not so fast,” said Papa. 
“We'll be taking Mama to the 
hospital next week where Doc- 
tor Mouse will help her.” 

On reaching home Little 
Undir looked at Mama curiously. 
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“Can I feel the baby, Mama?” 
she asked. 

“Gently,” said Mama. 

‘That evening the tiny bed 
was moved out of Little Undir’s 
room. Little Undir helped Papa 
setup her new white cot with its 
blue and white mattress. Mama 
needed to rest, and watched 
from her easy chair. Little 
Undir did not quite likeit as she 
watched the new arrange- 
ments. 


the next week Papa took her 
to visit Mama in the hospi- 
tal. 
“Look!” said Papa, “There is 
your new baby brother!” 
‘And sure enough there was 
a tiny bundle, all wrapped up 
and fast asleep in Mama’s 
hospital room. Little Undir felt 
strange. The tiny bundle 
showed no interest in her at all. 
Mama and Baby Brother 
Undir came home from hospi- 
tal. Baby Brother Undir was 








put in Little Undir’s old bed. 
Mama wrapped him up in a soft 
sheet and kissed him. She said, 
“Little Undir, you are no longer 
little. You are Big Sister Undir 
now. Come and take a good look 
at your Baby Brother Undir. He 
is awake now.” 


though Big Sister Undir felt 

a little proud of being the 
big sister, she wasn't sure she 
liked the idea of Baby Brother 
Undir in her bed, and Mama 
kissing him. Slowly she came 
closer to peck at Baby Brother 
Undir. He was very tiny. As she 
bent forward to take a better 
look, Baby Brother kicked out 
with both his legs in turn. Big 
Sister's nose was hurt. 





“Uhmm!” she cried. “Baby. 
Brother Undir doesn't like me 
and I don’t like him either!” 

“Come on now,” said Papa. 
“The tiny fellow will soon be fol- 
lowing you around. You will be 
teaching him a good many 
things.” 

“Well,” said Big Sister 
Undir, “He has a pretty good 
kick for one so tiny! My karate 

‘ teacher is sure to be pleased!” 

That night Big Sister Undir 
stretched out on her comfort- 
able, new bed. 

“This is fun!” she thought 
rolling around. 

Papa and Mama sat by her 
side as she fell fast asleep. It 
sure had been an eventful day! 

ANURADHA KHATI 








Judge + So you committed this 
theft all by yourself? 
‘Accused 1 Yes, Your Honour. You 
can’t trust anyone these days! 
KN. Vivek, aged 13, 
‘Secundrabad - 500 026. 
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EXPERIENCE 











galore city was heavily 
flooded. I was staying with 
my parents in Vijayanagar at 


I: was October, and Ban- 





that time. I wanted to visit my 
uncle one day. My parents very 
strongly told me not to go 
anywhere as all the streets and 
roads were filled with water. 


I did not listen to them and 
set out. The water was flowing 
down the street, and I was 
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walking comfortably. I even en- 
joyed the feel of the water flow- 
ing past my calves and knees. 


uddenly, the force of the 
water increased, and I 

found myself being pushed 

towards an open drain. 

T could not maintain my 
balance, neither could I stop 
myself against the force of the 
water, I screamed for help. 

But nobody came to my aid, 
and all the efforts I made were 
useless, 


Suddenly I saw aman rush- 
ing towards me. He saved me 
from the open jaws of death. 


Kaushal Puri, 
Madras - 600 004. 








SCRAPES WITH NATURE 








was about nine years old 
and was studying in stand- 

ard III-B. 

Tt was the monsoon season, 
and the days were wet and 
rainy. On the last day of that 
month, our school left off early 
so that we would reach home 
safely before the day became 
any darker, 

My friend and I went to play 
in the games ground, as our 
rikshawallah who was to pick 
‘us up hadn't yet arrived. 


A we were playing, I 
noticed something at the 
corner of our ground, covered 
with small pieces of stone. It 
seemed to be moving slightly. 
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Tlifved one of the stones and 
saw a green-coloured, slim 
snake, coiled up as if in sloop. I 
quickly placed the stone back 
and told my friend about it. Tho 
silly fellow too looked at the 
stones in the corner, and said 
that there could be no snake 
there. 

“[t must de a worm," he said, 

I told-him seriously, “It is a 

ce. [lifted the stone and saw 
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Butherefused tobelieveme. 


S: I went back to the pile of 
stones, lifted one up, and 
took a closer look at the coiled- 
up thing. I put my face close to 
it (about half-a-foot distance 
separated my eyes and the 
snake), At that time I did not 
know that this could be very 
dangerous. The green garden 
snake is said to attack the eyes 
directly. 





then I went to the principal 

with my tale. He sent 
about five or six men with me to 
look at it. Then he too came to 


the spot. It was a real garden 
snake, It was 1.5 metres lohg. 
‘The men killed it using some 
hockey sticks they had brought 
along with them. 


Le me tell you ‘Gokulam’ 
readers, I'll never forget 
that day. If luck had not been 
with me, T would have lost one 
of my eyes. 

‘This is a true incident, and 
let it warn you to be cautious in 
approaching unknown things. 


Chirag 8. Bhalvani, 
aged 14, 
Baroda - 390 002. 








[RECIPE 





BOMBAY TOAST 


You need : 
4 slicos of broad 

2 tsps. sugar 

- 2tbs. gheo 
Ye cup boiled milk 
lege 


How to make it : 


Pour the milk, ogg and sugar into vessel and s 





it well. Dip 


the slices of bread into the mixture. Place a pan on the fire and put 
the 2 tbs. of ghee on it when it is nice and hot, Toast the slices of 
bread till golden brown on both sides. 
Ayummy, yummy snack is ready. 
P. Divya, aged 10, 
Ranipet - 632 406. 
Dear Divya, 


‘You have not given your complete address. Please send it tous. Ed. 
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Essay 





4 Sens 


6 


ge cannot wither you, 
jor custom stale your 
infinite variety” - these words of 
Shakespeare cannot more ac- 
curately describe my beloved 
grandfather, Mr. AS. 
Nagarajan. He had been a 
divisional engineer in the 
Telephones Department. He 
‘was a very simple man, but was 
intelligent, witty, humorous, 




















"MY2GRANDFATHER 
Locum a 


adorable and an artistic person 
too. 

He was born on the 25th of 
December (the day Jesus Christ 
was born), and I am not exag- 
gerating if I call him extraordi- 
nary! 

From when I remember, he 
has treated every member of my 
family, especially me, with the 
greatest love. He has helped me 
in all my times of need with his 

innocent smile and 
encouraging words. 
‘There has never 
been a time when he 
refused to do some- 
thing for me. He has 
always been there 
for me with his 
boundless energy 
and concern. 


sIgrewup from 
baby to a 
young girl, I had 
begun to love him 
more than I did my 
parents. He en- 
couraged metolearn 
carnatic music as he 
himself loved it very 
much. I can never 
forget the way he 
taught me to love 
this music. 
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‘Teacher (to Sonu) : How old are 
you? 
Sonu : Ton years old, 
‘Teacher : But you said that last 
‘year too, 
Sonu : I know. Iam not the typo 
‘of person who saysonethingtoday, 
‘and another tomorrow. 
CM. Prithvi Raj, aged 12, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, Madras. 





He also gave me a 
hand in my studies. He praised 
me when I did well in my tests, 
and helped me in my projects 
with his creative and wonderful 
ideas. 

He was so full of Inanam’*. 
If T had a doubt regarding just 
anything, I only had to ask my 
grandfather. 

H: told me such lovely 
stories about his past that 
T spent a lot of time listening to 
his narratives. I thought about 
the time when I would study for 
greater things, confident of 
having my sweet thatha** by 
my side, 
ottannventer 82 











A 
" 

Inclass — 

‘Teacher + What do you know of 


tho Iron Age, Nandini? 
Nandini + Not much, miss, Tam. 
‘abit rusty on that subject. 
KS. Suchitra, nged 11, 
Bangalore - 660 003, 





ut, alas! This happiness 

‘did not last for long. My 
grandfather was suffering 
seriously from liver cancer. His 
last days were simply bad. I 
couldn't believe my eyes. I 
wondered how God could make 
good men suffer. My dear 
grandfather finally left us on 
April 20th, 1991. 

Tean never forget him. I am 
sure my thathaisin heaven and 
is showering his blessings on all 
of us. 

Lakshmi Raman, 13, 
Bangalore - 5. 





* knewiedge * grandiaiher 
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'n Pune city, on a small hil- 

Jock is an ancient temple. 
‘This is the Parvathi Temple. (It 
is pronounced ‘Parvathi’ with a 
short ‘a’ sound, as it means 
‘situated in a mountainous 
region’ in Hindi). 

Tt was built by the Peshwas 
and is still ip fine condition. The 
temple is reached after climbing 
108 steps. 

‘Also in Pune city the ‘Queen 
ofthe Deccan’ asit is called, are 
many other temples. 


n imposing baubhatkhana 
(a big drum house), with 
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historical temples of Shiva, 
Deva Deveshwara, and Kartik 
‘Swami, occupy the hill area of 
the Parvathi Temple. 

‘There is also a small 
museum and a terrace which 
runs alongside the temple. 

‘The museum consists of a 
rare collection of paintings, an- 
cient coins, swords, maces, 
shields and other weapons used 
by the Peshwas. 

From the terrace, you have a 
view of the whole of the second 
largest city in Maharashtra, 
Pune. 


Ihe terrace is very narrow, 
but is a sturdy and impos- 
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ing structure. You can buy a 
ticket to see the museum and 
walk on the terrace, Both cost 
you only fifty paise each, 

‘There are many beautiful 
shrines and idols of many gods 
and goddesses - Parvathi, 
Suryanarayana and Lord 
Ganesha, 





‘There is a small temple at- 
tached to the main one which 
houses idols of Lord Vitthal Ba, 

‘The Parvathi temple is one 
of the most spectacular ancient 
temples have seen, It is amust 
in your travel plans, if you love 
seeing history as I do. 


Rajat Kohli, Bombay - 400 094. 


——— 







NEWS FROM 
AROUND THE 
WORLD 


End of the 
SHINING PATH! 


lor twelve years, the 
Sendero Luminoso or the 


terror over Peru, the South 
American 
country. This 
group of terrorist: 
guerrillas were 
first known as the 
Communist Party 
of Peru, It was 
brought into exis 
tance by Abimael 
Guzman, who was. 
once a professor of| 
philosophy in the 
University of 
Huamanga, Guz- 


man declared that Peru would be 


the centre of a world revolution. 
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Shining Path has held arcign of 


‘Gurman 


The Shining Path declared 
war on the government of Peru 
in 1980. Guzman was called 
Puka Inti (or Red Sun) by his 
faithful followers. He and his 
organization terrorized. Peru 
with killings and geurrilla war- 
fare, not allowing the govern- 
‘ment to function. 


The Peruvian government 
soarched for him like they had 
never done before, Twice, he es 
| caped being cap- 

| tured by a matter 

of a few moments. 

The special 
anti-terrorist 
police in Peru 
finally tracked 
down Guzman 
and captuzed him 
on September 
12th this year. 
The publi have 
not been told 
where Guzman 
will be held prisoner. a 


Hv 















[witd Encounter 








ELEPHANT 
SCARE! 


Once my family members and 
I decided to make a trip to 
Mudumalai, the wildlife sanctuary 
situated in the Nilgiris district. 

So the six of us, my parents, my 
three younger sisters and myself, set 
out by car. We enjoyed the journey, 
and reached Mudumalai rout 
much adventure. We were eager t0 
see the wild animals, so we went 
deep into the forest, 








My father, an enthusiastic 
photographer, wanted to take a few 
snaps. The car travelled very slowly 
into the forest. That was when we 
saw a lone elephant racing towards 
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our car from behind, We were all 
very frightened, and I was on the 
verge of tears. My father speeded up_ 
the car, and soon, we were travelling 
quite fast. The elephant was not able 
to follow us. It gave a few trumpets 
and disappeared among the trees. I 
can’t forget this wild encounter in 
my life, 





Writer unknown, 
Coonoor, 





‘is among the 
many we receive that carries no 
name or proper address. So even 
though your write-up may be good, 
we are forced to reject it for we 
don’t know who wrote it, 

‘So remember. Don't forget to 
add your name, ageand address to 
your contributions. Write it 
CLEARLY at the beginning and 
end of all your articles, ‘Ba. 
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POETRY 








BUTTERFLY 


Fiying in the air May you live 

Like dancing angels long and long, 

From golden In this wonderful 
baskets world! 

Some red some blue 

Like rainbows of Vaisakh A. R., 


different hues, bia Vill, a 
Into this inmaya lyalaya, 


Thiruvananthapuram. 
wonderful world 


They dance 
with the wind 
And with the 
flowers. 
Oh! Lovely 
Butterflies! 





age 











STORIES FROM OUR READERS 








A 
PRUDENT 


MOTHER 





“VE idula!” Shiela called 
out aloud and waited 
for a few seconds. 

But there was no movement 
from the rooms nearby. A little 
irritated, she called out again, 
and again, 

“Where is Mridula?” she 
muttered to herself. 

“Yes mummy, did you call 
me?” Mridula sheepishly 
entered the kitchen. 

“Weren't you supposed to 
clean the table as soon as we 
had dinner?" 

“Mridula took the cleaning 
cloth and went out. 

After finishing her kitchen 
chores, Shiela went to bed. But 
she couldn't sleep. 

She was seriously wonder- 
ing how she could make her two 
children feel responsible about 
their household chores too. 

Yes! That was it! Once she 
had decided what to do, Shiela 
slept peacefully. 


Ihe next morning she 
prepared achartlistingthe 
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chores Mridula and 
her brother Mrinal 
had to do. 

“Mridula! Mrinal!” 
she called. 

Both children 
camerunning. 

“[ am pasting this 
chart above your 
study tables,” she 
told them. “In the left 
column isa list of the chores you 
have to do, Mridula, And the 
right column will tell you what 
you have to do, Mrinal.” 

“Okay, mummy,” said 
Mridula, “We shall do it. But 
what will you give us in return? 
Preeti’s mother gives her a 
rupee for each chore she 
does.” 

Shiela stood shocked for a 
moment, 

“Do you want me to pay you 
to eat, go to school, have a bath, 
or to play?” she asked Mridula, 
“Like that, household chores too 
have to be done whether you 
like them or not.” 

“Yes, mummy,” said Mrinal 
in an uninterested manner. 
“We'll do it.” 


Beets went well for the 

next two or three days. 
Since Mridula and Mrinal 
did their chores, Shiela could at 

last get some time to relax. 
But things began to get lax 
after a week. The children were 
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back to their old habits. Shiela 
didn’t complain or scold, but put 
into action the second part of 
her plan. 

“Mummy, mummy!” cried 
Mrinal. “Explain this sum to 
me,” 

“] am busy Mrinal,” she 
replied. “Both of you have not 
washed your lunch plates, tiffin 
plates as well as your lunch 
boxes. I can’t leave this pile of 
dirty dishes for tomorrow.” 

And Shiela calmly com- 
pleted her washing. 


“Mir my pant hook 
hhas fallen off,” cried 


Mrinal, “Just, stitch it on for 
me.” 

“Just a minute, Mrinal,” 
Shiela called out. “I have to fill 
‘water in these bottles to keep in 
the fridge. You know your 
father would like cold water 
when he sits down to eat.” 

“Mummy, I need your help!” 
That was Mridula. “This 
project... 

“Not now, dear. I have to 
make-up both your beds.” 








“Mummy! Just listen to 
what happened in school 


today! 





“Wait a minute! | have to fill 


water in your room cooler.” 








sad | Breet cried 
Mridula, “What dress 
are you stitching for my 
birthday next week?” 
“{don'tthink I have the time 
to stitch one,” replied Shiela. 
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“You see, the household chores 
take all my time, and I can't 
possibly sit and stitch at night. 
I need some rest too, Wear the 
dress you got from Madras two 
months ago.” 

Mrinal and Mridula looked 
at each other. 


TY fem" cried Mrinal, 
“Help me prepare for 
the debating competition on 
Saturday. I need some good 






points.. 
“Just a minute! 1 am wash- 
ing your under garments. I'll 
finish it and come.” 
“Oh-oh! Just a minute! Just 
a minute! Just a minute! You 
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are always half an hour late! By 
then our enthusiasm for any- 
thing just drains off!” shouted 
Mrinal. 

9,30p.m. 

“Mummy!” called Mridula. 
“Tell us one of your funny 
stories, Please.” 

“Your father's friend is com- 
ing for breakfast tomorrow. 
Since your father was back late 
from the office today, I have to 
prepare for tomorrow's cooking 
myself. Il be late to bed.” 





Ihe children waited 15 
minutes, half an ere one 


Q +: What makes ‘Ma’ mad? 

A: The letter‘D! 
‘Nupur Parashar, aged 12, 
Kalpakkam. 


hour. No Shiela, They had a 
small discussion. 

Then they stepped inside the 
kitchen. 

Shiela was cutting 
vegetables. Mridula took 
another knifeand quietly bogan 

chopping onions, Mrinal began 
to garlic. 

"Shia sintled to horsof, 

Needless to say, from the 
next day onwards, Shiela had 
some time torolax. And she told 
the children funny stories every 
night till they slept. 

S. Ananth, aged 12, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Lucknow. 


=: ‘Be 





Mrs, Anand : My husband is a 
‘eredit to the community. 

Mrs. Kapoor : How? 

Mrs. Anand : He owes evorybody 








Dad 





monay! 
M.D. Devaraj, 
Madras - 600 017. 
+ Goodness, Rohan! Almost 
every answor in your science paper has 
‘been scored off by your teach 
Rohan : Daddy! Didn't you say that 
‘science was a scoring subject? 
Rh. 
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STORY 


'n Shillangere, 
there once 
lived a young 
villager named 
Bangaru Raju. He 
lived with his 
grandmother, as 











he had lost his 
parents at a very 
young age. 


One day, his 
grandmother said, 
“Raju, I have a 
desire to eat fish 
curry today. Go to 
the village tank, 


THREE GRATEFUL 





CREATURES 


catch a fish, and I'll make some 
tasty curry for us to eat.” 

So Bangaru Raju took a fish 
ing net and went to the village 
tank. At the very first throw, he 
caught a nice big fish. 


he fish said, “O Bangaru 
Raju. I am a mother of 
several children. They will be 
helpless without me. Let me go, 
and I promise to help you 
anytime you need me.” 
Bangaru Raju was a kind- 
hearted youth. So he threw the 
fish back into the tank. 
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On the way home he saw a 
big cobra. It was curled up 
under the shade of a banyan 
tree. Above the tree, a kite was 
swooping round and round, 
ready to pounce on the cobra 
and take it away. When Raju 
saw that, he at once woke the 
cobra and warned it. 

The grateful cobra said, 
“How can I ever repay you Raju? 
‘Come to me when you need my 
help. I'll do what I’can.” 

Raju smiled, and continued 
on his way. 
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‘ust as he reached the 

village street, he saw a 
fortune-teller with a parrot in a 
cage, sitting on the wayside. 

The fortune-teller had 
clipped the wings of the parrot 
so that it might not fly away. 
Raju decided to see what his 
fortune might be. 











So he sat by the fortune- 
teller and said, “Tell me my 
fortune.” 

The parrot slowly strutted 
from the cage and picked up a 
card on which something was 
written. 

‘The card said, 

“A great future awaits you, 

King you'll be of this land.” 


Bes Raju 
‘ould not help 
laughing. 
“Impossible!” he 
exclaimed. “I, a simple 
villager, cannot be- 
come aking how much 


ever I try. 
“Don't laugh, Raju,” 


said the parrot. 
“My predictions 
have never come 
untrue. Release 
me from this 
fortune-teller. 

“Til come to your 
aid whenever you 
need me.” 

The _kind- 
hearted Raju gave 
the fortune-teller 
some money and 
begged him to free 
theparrot. Hethen 
told the parrot, 
“Stay with me till 
your wings grow 
again. Then you 
can fly tofreedom.” 


Ww: he returned home 
with no fish, and only 
parrot without wings on his 
shoulder, his grandmother 
Taughed. 
When she heard his story, 
she laughed even more, and 

id, “What a simpleton you 
are. How can these creatures 
come to your help?” 

Months passed. The parrot’s 
wings grew to their former 
beauty, and it flew away. 

One day the raja of the land 
made an annoncement. 

His daughter was tobe mar- 
ried. All the worthy young men 
in the land could court her. But 
she would only marry the man 
‘who would pass the three tests 
that she would set to him. 
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The rajkumari was the 
raja’s only child, and he loved 
her very much. He announced 
that whoever married her 
would become the raja. 





hen Bangaru Raju heard 
he announcement, the 
parrot’s prediction flashed 
through his mind, 

“Why should I not try my 
luck?" he wondered, 

So he called on the fish, the 
cobra, and the parrot, and told 
them of his mission. 

“You must help me win her,” 
he told them. 

“Try your luck Raju,” said 
the parrot. “We will surely help 





So Raju took his three 
friends with him to court. When 
the raja and his daughter saw 


a 


Ravi:Hey, Mangj! Aren't you com- 

ing out to play? 

Manoj :No. [have tostay and help 

my father with my home-work. 
T. Prateep, aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560 001. 


the simple Raju, they laughed. 

“So many capable raj- 
kumars have failed,” said the 
raja. “How can you, a simple 
villager, win my daughter?” 

“Til ‘try my luck,” insisted 
Raju, “Tell me what the first 
test is.” 


Ihe rajkumari took Raju to 

a huge lake beside the 
palace. She removed a priceless 
diamond ring from her finger 
and tossed it into the lake. 

“Get that ring back for me,” 
she told him. “Then we'll see 
about your other two tests.” 

As the rajkumari walked 
away laughing, the fish told 
Raju, “Throw me into the lake. 
Tl get the ring for you.” 

Both the raja and his 
daughter were surprised to see 
Raju back so soon. 

“Given up already?” laughed 
the rajkumari. 

“Here's your ring,” said 
Raju, “What's the second test?” 

“Come with me,” shereplied. 
‘And she took Raju to the back- 
yard of the palace. There, under 
‘a peepul tree, was an old ant- 
hill, now infested with cobras. 
She threw the ring into it. 
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“Now let’s see how you get it 
out,” she said, and went away. 


e cobra now came to 
Bangaru Raju’s rescue. 

“I know all the cobras here,” 
it said. “They are my cousins. 
TMlget the ring and be back with 
you in a minute.” 

But an hour passed, yet 
there was no sign of the cobra. 

Finally, it slid out of one of 
the holes of the anthill, the ring 
in its mouth. 
it said. ‘I got talking 
with my cousins and aunts and un- 
les, and they wouldn' let me go 
‘until I spent some time with them.” 

“[t's alright, said Raju. 
“Let's return to the palace.” 





© back to the palace they 
went once more, with the 

ring. This time, neither the raja 

nor the rajkumari laughed. 

Next, the rajkumari took Raju 
with her in a chariot to a high 
mountain. From there, she threw 
the ring into the deep valley 
below, thick with trees and 
shrubs. 

“No human being can get into 
that valley,” said the rajiumari. 
“Now you are sure to fail.” 

‘The parrot at Raju’s 
shoulder chuckled. It flew from 
its perch and swooped into the 
valley below. 


At a short search, it 
potted the ring and was 
back with it in its beak. 
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POETRY 








TIRED MOTHER 


Mother's been working, 
While we were sleeping. 


Mother's been working, 
While we were playing. 


‘Mother's been working, 
For we are her darlings. 


Cleaning up the house, 
And washing our clothes, 


Cooking dinners, 
For us, the naughty sinners, 


Work makes one weary 
So mother needs rest. 


Work for your mother, 
As she works for you. 


Mother is surely a gift, 
Give her your best! 
GR. Rama, 
Madras - 600 004. 








Back at the palace, the therajkumari and was crowned 
raja and rajkumari were the yuvaraja. — 

amazed that Rajuhad passed The happiest were Ban- 
this last and most difficult #@F4 Raju’s grandmother and 
test of all. the three creatures who had 


“You are a clever and helped him. They lived with 
capable young man,” said the him in the palace till the end 
raja. “And handsome too. My of their days. 
daughter is yours.” 

So Bangaru Raju married KOLAR KRISHNA IYER 
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= An Indian Tale 





THE FAITHFUL 
SLAVE 


‘hen Sultan Mahmud 0, Sultan. He is useless.” 
Ghaznavi ruled Ghazni, — But the Sultan took no 






aboy child was born to notice of what they said. Heonly 
‘a farmer who lived in Lahore. loved Melik Khas more and 
The farmer and his wife more, 
were so poor, that they Oneday, the courtiers 
sold off their little baby noticed that Melik Khas 
into slavery as soon ashe 
grew old enough to work, 
‘The boy, Melik Khas, 
‘was intelligent and good- 
looking, and soon, he 
was put into the Sultan's 
‘employment. 
He was a hard worker, 
and the Sultan began to 
noticehim. Innotimeatall, 
he became the Sultan's 
favourite slave. 
All the courtiers were 
jealous of Melik Khas. 
‘They forever tried to dis- 
credit him in the eyes of 
the Sultan. But Mah- 
mud Ghaznavi was a 
wise man and he did not 
pay heed to their words. 


ne day, the slave 

boy fell asleep in 
his master’s presence. 
‘The courtiers said, “Dis- 
miss the arrogant fellow, 





aa 


visited a hut behind the palace 


which was always kept locked. 
‘They tried to see what Melik 
Khas did there. Butin vain. The 
hut was well made, and the lock 
secure. 

Soon, a rumour spread 
through the court that Melik 
Khas was an idol worshipper. 














“Hle worships an idol inside 
that hut ofhis,” they whispered, 


‘The courtiers told the Sul- 
tan, “Why don’t you pay the 
slave a surprise visit and ask 
him to show you what's inside 
the hut?” 

This time the Sultan agreed. 
He too, was curious about the 
mystery behind the hut, 


‘lik Khas was very happy 

to see the Sultan. He 

gave him the choicest wine to 

drink, and told the Sultan, Iam 

always at your service.” ment, 
“{ am curious to visit that 

little wooden hut. May I enter 





master,” said Melik 
Khas, “I enjoy such a high posi- 
tion in your palace because you 
love me so much, But I am atill 

Molik Khas hesitated for a a humble farmer’s son. I put on 
moment and then agreed, this shirt everyday and hold the 

He led the Sultan and his *Ythein my hand so that I will 


e 4 never forget what I am.” 
courtiers to the little hut. “The Sultan was very moved 


He opened the door. On the by this confession, andheraised 
floor of the hut, lay a coarse Melik Khas to the position of a 
villager's shirt, anda scythe. nobleman and a soldier. 

He served his master well, 
the Sultan looked at his and with the money that he 
favouriteslaveinastonish- earned he built a mosque which 


it” 
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hecalled Allah Nur—the Glory 
of God. 


ut his enemies were 

forever active, They once 
again began a rumour saying 
that Melile Khas had designs on 
the throne, The Sultan sum- 
moned Melik Khas to his 
presence, but the young man 
was busy, He sent a message 
saying that he would come to 
his master’s presence as son as 
he could. 


This time, the Sultan 
thought that his courtiers were 
right. 

He led an army against 
Melik Khas, only to be defeated 
and taken prisoner. 

Melik Khas marched in tri- 
umph with Mahmud Ghaznavi 
as his prisoner, to the palace — 
and set his master on the throne 
once more. 

‘The Sultan was so touched 
by his devotion that he gave 





‘Melik Khas the city of Lahore. i 








POETRY 








Oh Goa! 


What a peculiar creation is yours! 
Rich are some, @ 


Poor are some, 
Intelligent are some, 
Dull are some. 

Fair are some, 

Dark are some, 
Beautiful are some, 
Ugly are some, 

‘Thin are some, * 

Fat are some, 

Tall are some, 
Short are some, 


Are you partial to your children? 
Are they the gifts which we have claimed? 
Are they the gifts of the so-called — ‘Poorva Janma’? 


‘Mystery was this, 
Mystery is this, 
‘Mystery will be this. 


Eshwari L., aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560 010. 












PUZZLE 
HOLA! PUZZLE TIME! 


Fin in the names of nine sports in the grid below, using the 
clues given. Then the fourth column will give you the name of a 
city recently in the news. 


















































1 
2 
3 
6 
9 
Clues : 
1. Punch, punch and knock out. 
2. Pole————— 
3. A long, long, long run. 
4, Masked hi-tech swordsmen 
5. Mr. Stick : “Throw me as far as you can.” 
6. Track events. 
7. An odd looking stick to hit your ball with. 
8. Uneven bars, floor exercises, Roman rings, ete. 
9. Limba Ram. 
J. Shoba, aged 12, 
Secunderabai 
Dear Shobe, 
+ You have not given your complete address. 
Please send it to us Ea. 
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“Mother,” cried 
the boy. “The lamp is 
not turning.” 
The lighthouse 
limp was one of those 
went round and 
round, flashing its light 
to warn the sailors. If 
the light remained 
fixed, it would give the 
sailors the wrong 
naland would possibly 
wreck their ships. 








Once again, the 
poor woman left her 
husband’s bedside to 
take look at the lamp. 
lts machinery was 
token and she did not 
know how repair it, So 
she called her two 
children to herside and 





said, ‘See. The 





On a little isle off the coast of 
France, lived a lighthouse keeper 
with his wife and two little children. 

‘One evening, the lamp in the 
lighthouse did not work. As he tried 
repaicing it, the lighthouse keeper 
fell ll. His wife helped him tohis bed 
saying, “Lie quietly. I'll be back in 
a moment. 

‘She quickly rushed over and lit 
the lamp, then returned to her 
husband’s bedside. She realized that 
he was dying. 

‘Suddenly, one of the children 
came running to her. 


ar 


e) 
THE LIGHTHOUSE) =tatsticet 





lamp and turn it round 
and round. Do not stop even for a 
while.” 

‘So the little children, aged ten 
and seven sat by the lamp till it was 
‘morning. The tempest raged outside, 
but the two, together, made the lamp 
rotate all night without stopping. 

Before the sun came over the 
horizon, their father was dead. Aship 
at sea noticed something amiss and 
came to their aid. But it was too late 
to save their father. They could only 
help the lonely little heroes in their 
frightening vigil 1] 








—— 4 Tale From FRANCE ————_—_———————— 


RECIPE 


BANANA RAWA 
PUDDING 


You need : 


15 gms rawa (semolina) 
10 gms jaggery 
10 mi. milk 
Apinch of elachi 
1 tsp. ghee 
4 medium sized 
ripe bananas 
A pinch of salt 





How to make it: 





Lightly roast the rawa in 
the ghee. Peel and mash the 
bananas, Mash the jaggery and 
mix into the mashed bananas. 
‘Add the roasted rawa along 
with salt and milk. Sprinkle 
elachi and stir into a smooth, 
thick batter. 

Grease a shallow vessel with 
ghee and pour the batter into it. 
Steam it for 15 minutes in a 
pressure cooker without put- 
ting the weight on. Cool, and 
ease the pudding out into a 
serving plate. 


Vishal Gadhia, aged 13, 
Bombay - 400 056. 
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A TRUE LIFE EXPERIENCE 








would like to tell you 
about two good 


friends of mine who 


were not good friends at 
all. Does that sound con- 
fusing? Then let me tell 
you my story. 


‘There was a new girl 
in class. (I can't tell you 
her name, But to make it 
easy for you to follow this 
story, let’s call her 
Shweta.) She is my 
daddy's colleague's 
daughter. There was also 
another new girl in my friend's 
class. Her name too was the 
same — Shweta. 





This happened on the 27th 









T would like to ask you a 
question. Just suppose you had 
a fight with your classmate and 
she went and told everybody in 
the other classes about it, what 








of August, Shweta (the one in 
my class) and I had a fight. 
We've had many fights before, 
but this time, she proved tobe a 
false friend. But I just pushed 
that thought from my mind. 

But then, I can't forget the 
way she did all those things. 
Neither can I tell you what they 
were. If I do, then I am sure 
you'll start erying and then your 
house will become a pond of 
tears. 


‘would you do? Won't you get 
angry? Well, that’s exactly what 
Shweta did. She went and told 
the other Shweta and many 
other girls. 

‘There aremany other things 
Tve got to say, but I cannot, for 
you'll feel bad and so will I. 

Just remember this — be 
truetoyour friends always. And 
it is only during hard times, will 
you know which friends are 
true, and who are false. 





(___ KC. Nivedita, aged 13, Pondicherry - 605 011, 
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burg, lived Pecopin, the son 

‘of a nobleman. He fell in 
love with the beautiful Baldour, 
the daughter of another 
nobleman who lived in a castle 
nearby. Both their fathers came 
toan understanding, and it was 


iE the kingdom of Falken- 


decided that Pecopin and Bal- 
dour would get married. So a 
day was fixed. 

Pecopin was well-known for 
beingabraveandgentleknight, 
and Baldour, for being a sweet 
gentle maiden. 


All day, she would sit at her 
spinning wheel at her favourite 
hobby, while Pecopin loved to 
hunt. 


‘As the day of their mar- 
riage drew near, a great group 
of horsemen came thundering 
towards the castle. 

Pecopin was amazed to see 
that the group was headed by 
none other than the king him- 
self. 

He bowed low. 


“My respects, Sire,” he said. 
52 


“Come on our hunt with us, 
brave knight,” said the king. 
Pecopin could not refuse, So he 
accompanied the king and his 
noblemen on a hunt that lasted 
three days and three nights. 
‘And Pecopin showed himsolf to 
be the best huntsman in the 





group. 
“You are skilled and brave, 
young Pecopin,” said the king. 
You shall be knighted. And Sir 
Pecopin, I shall give you my es- 
tate of Rheineck as a gift.” 


Pecopin was delighted. He 
wanted to return home in time 
for his wedding. But before he 
could say so, the king said, “I 
shall send you as the ambas- 
sador tothe courtof France. You 
shall go at once, for [have some 
urgent message to send tohim.” 

Pecopin could not refuse. He 
wrote a letter tohis beloved Bal- 
dour saying, “Wait for me. 1 
shall surely return by the end of 
the month.” 


Bat the end of the month 
saw Pecopin still at the court of 
France. The kin,: of that land 
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TALES-FROM.0 


had liked him so much that he 
‘would not allow him to return. 

“You shall go as my ambas- 
sador to the court of the king of 
Spain,” said the king of France, 
“{ shall have no other person to 
represent me there.” 

So once again, Pecopin had 
to go. 


THERZLANDS 


‘At the Spanish court, he was 
received with great honour, and 
became well-loved there too. 


“T have a treaty to sign with 
the king of France,” said the 
king of Spain, “And I cannot do 
it without consulting the Caliph 
of Baghdad. Go there as my 
emissary.” 

“To Baghdad!” exclaimed 
Pecopin. But he could do noth- 





So to Baghdad he went, as 
the ambassador of the king of 
Spain. 


And while he was in the 
Caliph’s court, hehad an adven- 
ture. An old, veiled woman 
came upto him one day and 
presented him with a packet 
and a note. 

“The packet contains a talis- 
man which will save you from 
all danger and keep you young 
forever. This is sent by a prin- 
cess who loves you. 

“Wear the talisman around 
your neck. Whenever you are in 
danger of death, touch it, and 
you will be saved,” said thenote. 

Now this princess was none 
other that the only daughter of 
the Caliph himself. 


And when the Caliph 
learnt that his daughter was in 
love with the Christian knight 
who had come as an ambas- 





Woman + Did you just save my litle bay from 


rowing, madam’ 
Life Saver 
Woman : 
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sador from Spain, he was 
furious. But he hid his anger 
and offered to show Pecopin 
around the city of Baghdad. 

He led the young knight up 
the highest tower in the city. 
“You will have a wonderful view 
from the top,” he told Pecopin. 

“Young knight,” he said. 
“You are brave and intelligent. 
‘That's why your king sent you 
to the court of France, and the 
king of France sent you to Spain 
as ambassador. The ruler of 
Spain has sent you to me, and 
now I send you to your grave.” 


As he said the last words, 
he gave Pecopin apush from the 
top of the tower where they 
were standing. 

Pecopin fell, and the ground 
below seemed torush up at him. 
He thought of Baldour, and put 
his hand to his heart. His 
fingers touched the talisman 
which the princess of Baghdad 
had given him. 

‘As soon as he did 
that, he felt as if he 
were flying through 
space, being carried 
along by invisible 
| wings. At last, he was 
put down on a lonely 
stretch of sea-shore on 
the Arabian coast. 


For a long time, 
Pecopin wandered 
about in strange lands, 
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trying to find his way’ 
back to Falkenburg. He 
rode on the horse, the 
ass, the mule, the 
camel, on boats of all 
kinds, and met people’ 
of different lands; but 
he was no nearer to his 
land and his love. 

He had many ad- 
ventures on the way. 
He was captured by 
pirates and sold as a 
slave. He was made king of 
another land, He was ship- 
‘wrecked. Buthe always escaped 
from each adventure, safe. All 
the time, his desire to reach 
Falkenburg was strong in his 
heart. 

‘And thanks to the talisman 
he wore about his neck, neither 
did he grow old nor die. 


Anita 
Mum 
Anita 





Fivo years later, Pecopin 
still trying to find his way back 
to Falkenburg, found himselfin 
the Forest of the Lost Tracks. 
Whoever entered this 
enchanted forest never 
returned alive, Despairing of 
over finding a way out, Pecopin 
murmured, “I shall never see 
my beautiful Baldour again.” 

“Yes, you will!” said an un- 
known voice at his side. Pecopin 
sprang tohis feet tofind himself 
face to face with an old 
nobleman clad in a hunting 
dress of extraordinary mag- 
nificence. He was thin and bent, 
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lum, Amit has broken my doll, 


How did he do that? 
+ Thit him on the head with 


but he was most polite and gra- 
cious. 


Who are you?" asked the 
astonished Pecopin. 

“Never mind that,” said the 
nobleman with a laugh. “I am 
hore to take you back to Bal- 
dour.” - 

“You will?” asked a wonder- 
ing Pecopin. 

“Yes, 1 will,” he replied. 
“Just spend the night hunting 
with me, and in the morning 
you'll find yourself at the gates 
of Falkenburg.” 

“You want me to come hunt- 
ing with you now?” cried 
Pecopin angrily. “I am tired, 
and I can't 





“Drink this,” offered the old 
nobleman. 

‘As soon as Pecopin drank a 
mouthful, he found himself 
strong, alert and not at all 
‘hungry. 
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“We'll hunt till morning,” 
said the old nobleman. “Come 
on!” 


Immediately, a whole group 
of well-dressed noblemen 
emerged through the thickets 
riding on horses. Two splendid 
horses were brought forward for 
Pecopin and the old nobleman 
toride. 

‘Two hundred horsemen 
with two hundred torches in 
their hands, rode with the hunt- 
ing party to light up their way. 

‘Then it seemed to Pecopin 
that a mist fell over the whole 
forest, and he was riding as fast 
as the wind. Before him was a 
huge stag that weaved in and 
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out of the trees. Pecopin tried to 
jump off the horse's back, but it 
‘seemed that an iron hand held 
him in place. 


Just as he was wondering 
what he was to do, the horse 
stopped at a clearing. His fellow 
huntsmen were sitting around 
a fire with the old nobleman, 
drinking beer. Before them, the 
stag which he had chased was 
being roasted on the fire. 

“Bat with us,” said the old 
nobleman to Pecopin. 

But as he spoke, the dark 
mist over the forest lifted, and a 
gleam of daylight came through 
the trees. A cock crowed in the 
distance. Before he could think, 
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Pecopin fell off his horse and 
tumbled to the ground. As he 
scrambled up, he saw that he 
was at the gates of Falkenburg. 


Pecopin shouted in delight 
as he ran through the gates 
towards Baldour’s castle. He 
ran up the great stairs towards 
the room he knew was 
Baldour's. 

He heard the sound of the 
spinning wheel and his heart 
jumped with joy. He threw open 
the door. 

At the corner below a win- 
dow, sat-a wrinkled old woman 
with white hair, spinning away 
at her wheel, The old woman 
looked up, and spzang to her 
foot with her a cry. 

She threw herself into 
Pecopin's armis. 





Ti.was Baldour, but she was 
120 years old! 

‘The night which Pecopin 
had spent with the old 
nobleman and his wild 
huntsmen had lasted a 100 
years! But Pecopin had 
remained young, and as hand- 
some as ever, because of the 
talisman he wore around his 
neck. 

What was he to do now? 

He still loved Baldour, but 
he could not make her younger. 
Sohedid thenext hestthing. He 
plucked off the talisman from 
around his neck and threw it 
away. He immediately aged a 
hundred years, Then he mar- 
ried Beldour, and they lived 
happily ever after together in 
Falkenburg. . 





MY MOTHER 


My mother, so kind and gentle, 


She looks after us, 


With loving care and affection. 


She helps us in our work and, 
Prepares good food for us. 
We love her dearly, 

Not merely for, 

All the things she does, 
But we love her very much. 
And obey and respect her, 
For she is our mother. 






D. Kavitha, aged 12, Bombay - 400 059. 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 








unty Rabbit and Kaka 
Crow sat talking under a 
big tree. They were very 
good friends. Suddenly Titli 
Butterfly came flying towards 


them, She was sobbing. 
“What is the matter Titi?” 







asked Kaka. 


“Oh Kaka!” cried Titli 
“Chimpu Squirrel has caught 
my sister Papi. Papi flew into 
Chimpu’s garden. She did not 
see Chimpu hiding behind a 
tree. He pounced on her and 
caught her. He has tied up 
Papi’s wings with a thread.” 


Koaka snorted. 

“We must teach the wicked 
Chimpu a lesson,” he told 
Bunty, “Go bring a long rope!” 
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Bunty brought a long rope 
from his house. Kaka, Bunty 
and Titli went to Chimpu’s 
house. 


Chimpu was sitting on the 
lawn. He had tied Papi to a tree 
by her wings. 

“Let Papi Butterfly free!” 
cried Kaka when he saw this. 

“Oh no, I won't!” replied 
Chimpu, “Papi's wings are so 
beautiful. I am going to cut 
them off and paste them in my 


TIT FOR 
TAT! 


<% 


notebook,” 

Kaka was so angry, that he 
gave Chimpu a peck on the 
head, Chimpu screamed in 
pain, 


Bunty pounced upon 
Chimpu. He and Kaka tied up 
Chimpu’s hands and legs with 
the rope. 

“What are you doing?” 
sereamed Chimpu. “Let me go.” 

“Oh no, I won't,” replied 
Bunty, “Your hands and legs 
are so lovely! I am going to cut 
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themoffand paste 
them in my 
notebook!” 

By now, Titli 
had freed Papi. 
They both 
laughed. 

“I am_ very 
sorry, Papi!” cried 
Chimpu. “Now I 
know how you felt 
when I tied you to the tree!” 

‘They kept Chimpu tied up 
for three hours! How his legs 
and hands hurt! 

Finally, when they freed 
him, Chimpu said, “I shall 























never hurt anyone again!” THANJALL 
POETRY 
MY RABBIT 
Thave a rabbit. ‘And he plays with my boa 
He’s so whit When my friends see him 
Like the snow on the mountains, ‘They say they wish they too 
His name is pinky, Had a rabbit called pinku. 
But I call him pinku. Pallavi Bhat Soori, aged 10, 


He's so cute, Bangalore - 560070. 








An Old Tale 


, ‘The whole forest turned to see 

‘ fier, and thought fer the most 

Beautiful flower they had ever 

nV I seen, ‘The little blue flower 

I thought s0 too, for fe had al- 
, ready fallen in (ove with fer. 

f muse tell her how much 

I love fier,” fe thought. “Our 

fives are short, And there are 

so many fopes and fears in 

my fart.” 








Ina forest, beside a fast flowing stream 
was a jasmine Gower. ‘This green bower erept 
over the branches of some nearby trees and 
shurbs, Lt was the season for the Jasmine bud 


to bloom agai c. 
ai So, gutertng covrag, he 


blue flower told the jasmine 

One spring morning, as the first pale rays of fis love for fer 
of the sun crept over the horizon, a single litle 
jasmine fad showed its pointed fend through 
the green creepers. 

‘Below, inthe moss at the foot of the bower, 
a pale little Glue flower stood lonely, looking 
at fis reflection in the stream, 

“ire is but the Beginning of spring,” thought 
the Blue flower. “And I am one of the first t0 
Loom." 


He lifted fis ead a tittle, stretched himself 
on fis sta, and Cooked around fim, Suddenty, 
fe caught sight of the jasmine bud above. 

“Whiy)” Fe thought, "1 am not alone.” 

5, fe stretched himself tele more on fs 
stalk, and called out, “0 Jasmine, 1 am lonely 
ere. TalR to me.” 


The jasmine was lonely too. $0 she lowered 
fer head and looked at the ttle Blue flower. 
It seemed to fer that he was the’ handsomest 
flower that she fad ever seen 

Who are you?” she asked. 

“1 have no name,” he said. “But 1 fave 
no one to talk to fer.” 

‘So, they got to talking, and spent the next 
{eto fours saying a great many things 

Soon the afternoon sped by, and the jasmine 
bud Bloomed, giving forth a Beautiful fragrance. 
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‘The jasmine listened and was 
moved, for she too loved the little blue 
flower. 

“We shall be together always, tilt 
the day we die,” said the jasmine. 

“yes,” said the blue flower. “And 
1 will gaze at you from fre tll die.” 

“OK, 1 love you so much,” ex- 
claimed the jasmine, and she Bent over 
from fer Gower, and kissed the poor 
daceled Blue flower, 


But, alast Their joy was not to 
fast. Ss dusk. fell, a Tittle gipsy girl 
came skipping from among the tees to 





the (isle stream. She smelt the jasmine 
and looRed around to see where she was. 
‘Then she plucked the poor jasmine, and 
tueking fer into her air, sKipped off into 


the trees once more, 


‘The poor jasmine threw a (ast 
despairing glance after fer love. 

‘For the ast time, the Blue flower 
cast a look. at fs Beloved jasmine and 
swfispered, “Forget me not!” 

And from then on, the tele blue 
floner fi afaraye en Kron by Wat 
1 








FACT FILE! 





H= evolution has taken 
place gradually over a 
period of several million years. 

The first recognisable apes 
were found in fossils discovered 
in Egypt. Those fossils wero 
thought to be between 25 to 30 
million years old. 


the study of fossils has 

thrown light on some inter- 
esting facts in the history of all 
life on earth. That is because 
fossils (the preserved remains 
of life, or impressions of life 


years ago) canbe dated. That is, 
through scientific processes, the 
approximate age of a fossil can 
be established. 

The earliest signs of the 
Homo erectus, or the ape walk- 
ing on its two legs, wore found 
in Bast Africa and Java, They 
were found tobe about a million 
and a million and a half years 
old, This ancient ‘man’ hunted 
in a methodical way. 


Ine best known fossils of the 
Homo erectus comes from 


* Atrial chamber jst ter excavation i Chinglapu. Uke foils, ruch discoveries help us 


‘ull up histor. 

















cavesnear Pekingin China. These 
fossils are between 300,000 and 
{500,000 years old. These ‘men’ 
hunted mostly deer. They had 
learned to use fire and were very 
skilled hunters. 

It is only about 250,000 
years ago, that men more or less 
like we are now, began appear- 
ing in Europe. We infer this 
from skulls found in England 


Ajay 1 Idon't know whether to be- 
‘come a barber or an author. 
Sanjay + Toss a coin — heads or 
tales! 
"Md. Shakeel Ahmed, aged 12, 
‘Shahabad -585 229. 











earliest found form of the Homo 





sapiens ot modern man. 
Today, the human race is 
classified into five major groups 


~ Caucasoid ~ Mongoloid - 
Australoid - Negroid - 
Khoisanoid. 

Caucasoid refers tothe races 
of men in North Africa, Europe 
and Asia (Indians too come 
under this). 

‘The Mongoloid race covers 
the American Indians, the Es- 
Kimo, the Japanese, Chinese 
and areas in Russia, 

‘The Negroid race is spread 
over Central and parts of South 
Africa. 

‘The Australoid race refers to 
the aborigines who are the 
original settlers in Australi 

The Khoisanoid race is 
spread over South-West Africa. 

. 

















Anju : But miss! I don’t think 1 
deserve a zero! 
‘Teacher : Yes. That's true, But it 
is the lowest mark I am allowed to 
give. 
Mangala Sheela, aged 15, 
Bangalore -12. 
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RECIPE 
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BURMESE 
HALWA 
(Sanomaki) 


Saffron (kewra) to flavour 


4 cups sugar 
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LESSONS 


RAWA 
UPPUMA! 


AY brother's name is 
Ramesh, He studies in 
the ninth standard, He is an 
outstanding person and an in- 
teresting character to watch. 
He studies very well, plays 
cricket and football very well, 
and talks well. His witty speech 
attracts everybody. He is help- 
ful in nature too. 

He prays to God daily for an 
hour. I have never seen him 
miss his hour of prayer. You 
may think I am describing a 
person who is perfect in every 
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IN DAILY LIFE 


way, But my brother had a 
weakness. 
















‘call know that everybody 
have their weaknesses. 
When the weakness is some- 
thing big, we call that person 
bad, And when it is less in a 
person, we find him good. 

My brother's weakness was 
that he ate a lot of food, 
whatever it was, He never con- 
sidered others in this matter. 
My father often got angry with 
his behaviour. 

My mother would despair- 
ingly comment, “I am sure 
nobody in this world can beat 
you at eating. 

He would empty all the 
dishes on the table in record 


time, no matter how many 
dishes there were. 


Or Sunday morning, we 
received news that my 
aunt had had an accident and 
was in hospital. My father and 
mother got ready quickly and 
started for the hospital. 

“Stay at home,” they told my 
brother and me, “We will see to 
all that has to be done today for 
your aunt. You twocan visit her 
when she is better.” 

So they set out for the hospi- 
tal in a taxi. 

I switched on the television 
and began watching a 
programme. My brother too 


ohlarnovaber ay 





came and sat beside me for 
some time. 


fter a while he got up and 

went into the kitchen. I 
heard him open a lot of boxes 
and rattle a lot of vessels. I 
guessed that there was nothing 
to eat. 

T went into the kitchen and 
asked him what the matter was. 

“What shall we do for break- 
fast?” he asked me. 

“Don't worry,” I told him, 
“Ll cook something for you 
within half an how 

My brother looked at me for 
a momeat'and then went into 
the next room. I guessed he 
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thought that something was 
better than nothing, 

Thad often seen my mother 
cook rawa uppuma, a favourite 
dish at home, I decided to make 
it. 


searched for thebottle which 

contained the rawa, I found 
ithigh on ashelf. Then I washed 
three big onions, and chopped 
them into small pieces. 

T took a thick bottomed ves- 
sel, and set it on the fire. I 
poured a teaspoon of oil, al- 
lowed it to heat, then put in a 
spoonful of mustard seeds to 
sputter. I then dropped the 
pieces of cut onion into it. 

When the onion had turned 
a light goiden brown, I poured 
water to fill half the vessel. 
‘Then I added a suitable quan- 
tity of salt. 

Fifteen minutes later, I 
shook the rawa intoit with abig 
spoon, The mixture on the fire 
began to become harder and 
harder to stir. Finally, I 
finished spooning all the rawa 
into the vessel. 


had to stir the mixture on 

the fire so that it could cook 
evenly. It took all my energy to 
stir it, SoI called my brother to 
help. 

Ramesh was very happy to 
see me making rawa uppuma, 
He helped me stir it. Soon, the 
mixture became so hard, that 


the stirring spoon could not be 
taken out of it. It looked like 
fevicol! Soon, it was ready. 

We took two plates from the 
shelf, My brother served me a 
little, and took the rest, 


W: began to eat the up- 
puma with a little sugar 
to sweeten it. My brother, with 
look of happiness on his face, 
took a mouthful. He then shook 
hishead at me, smiling, indicat- 
ing that the food was good. 

I put a little of the uppuma 
into my mouth, It was hard to 
chew, and pasty. I could hardly 
eatit. Sometime later, the smile 
on my brother's face 
diminished. He too, was facing 
the same problem. But he still 
continued to eat. I didn't eat the 
rest of my serving, I got up and 
washed my hands. 

‘After he had eaten half the 
portion on his plate, my brother 
too did the same. 

I smiled to myself. 








66 A t last a dish of food has 
jefeated my brother." I 
muttered. 

When my mother returned 
at noon, I told her the whole 
story, We all laughed that my 
brother had been foxed by adish 
of food at last. 


When my mother went into 
the kitchen, she saw the bottle 
of ‘rawa’. 
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She began to laugh. Now he's trying to control his 
“This is not rawa,” she said. weakness! 


“It is broken-down rice grains! V. Krishnan, aged 10, 
But still, my ‘rawa’ uppuma Jamuna English Medium 
has taught my brother a lesson. School, Koratty. 


POETRY 




















NATURE IS BEAUTIFUL 














‘The trees are shaking in the breeze, 
‘Tho birds are chirping on the trees. 
‘The weather is so good and fair, 

‘The calm and quiet of the air, 


‘The rabbits from the burrows peep, 

‘The leaves on the trees rustle, 

All this is found in the nature, 

Which is loved by every creature. 

Oh, I wish this beauty would be everlasting, 
So that we could enjoy everything. 


Swapna D., aged 13, 
Bhopal - 23. 





PUZZLE 


VEG ETABLE SALAD! 
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Hideen here are the names of 12 vegetables, Can you find 
them? 


Cia ee H 
A 


x 


N 
A 
B 


xxaum 


maaAaz0o 
rporaArazeoagams, 


mamoxroaonmedc 
rPzQoR ZV’. O DB 
oAu®g®o%oe<2F9 Z2ZP 
zAaYrZzexXxr zanna 
<mmow2rrat0o 8 < 
NODUOPYFY DWDOAHA TD 


or x wn = 
zecuwuroar 


Sirsha Ray Chaudhuri, aged 12, 
Cluny Convent School, 
Bangalore. 


‘Solution on page 80 
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PENPALS’ PAGES 





[Name : Prashant Ramaswamy 
ra 
B/19, Endeavour, 90 Foot 


‘Mulund (E), Bombay - 400 081 
Hobbies : Reading story books like 
'Gokulam’ and ‘Tinkle’, drawing 
leraftwork, collecting stamps and 
stickers, ete. 


Prashant Writes 
Dear Editor, 

May I know when my name and 
hot be published? Need I send 
my detaile again? Waiting anxiously 
for your reply 

‘As Prashanth and other readers 
will know, we cannot acknowledge 
receipt of every entry to these pages. A 
few months may pass before you see 
your name in thee columns. You need 
not send your details more than once. 

‘So if you're feeling impatient, just 
rtetoapenfindof your ches rm 
the names given here Ed 


tampa, coins, 
drawing and colouring pictures, play: 
ing erickot and shuttlecock, reading 
'Gokulam’ and ‘Tinkle’ 


Name : Swetha Thiyagarajan 


Age 12 years 
JAddress t No. 49, 4th Circular Road, 


land coins, making handicrafts, riding 


my eyele, reading comics and 
"Gokulam, ete. 


Name : Graco Azariah 
‘Addrens :283, MEN Road, 
‘Alandur, 
Madras - 600 016. 
Hobbies : Stamp collection, 

dening, singing, playing, 
indoor games, ete 


‘Name :8, Dilly Babu 
‘Age :10 years 

‘Address : No, 8, Sakthi Negar, 
1Street, 

Choolaimedu, 

Madras - 600 094. 

Hobbies : Playing cricket, collecting 
‘stampe, reading books and watshing| 
cartoon films. 


Name :C. R, Santosh 
Age: 13 years 

‘Address :5, Balambika, 

Chheda Nagar, 

Chembur, 

Bombay - 89 

Hobbies : Reading books, drawing, 
collecting stamps, playing badminton, 
cricket and football, and watching 
movies, 


‘Name :Jogendar Kumar 
‘Age 16 years 

‘Address :Qr, No. Type 11/102 
Donimalai Township, 
Bellary Dist - 583 118. 
Hobbies : Drawing 
cartoons, collecting 
greeting cards, 

riding — the 
motorbike 

and sports 





Name : B, Vijay Kumar 

‘Age: 12 years . 

‘Address : 25/B-22/11 Main Road, 
‘Adyar, Madras - 600 020, 
Hobbies + Collecting coins, 

books like ‘Gokulam’, and “ 
‘watching video and playing cricket, 


Name N.S, Girish 
‘Age 12 years 

‘Address : Kanthraj Urs Road, 
Mysoro - 70 004. 

Hobbies : Drawing, reading 
‘Gokulam, collecting stamps, coins, 
te, and riding my eyele 


Name: M, Asad Waheed 

‘Age: 10 years 

‘Address : Plot no 189, 
Gayatrinagar, Movlali, 

Hyderabad - 500 762. 

Hobbies : Riding my eycle, reading 
‘Gokulam’ and playing cricket. 


Name : Rupesh, A. Dhakan 
Age: 16 years 

‘Address : Punit Nagar, Plot No. 3, 
‘AVL, 8. V, Road, Borivli-(W) 
Bombay - 400 092, 

Hobbies + Collecting stamps, Karate, 
playing football, badminton, video 
‘games, repairing small devies, ote. 


Name: R Arun 
‘Age 13 years 

‘Address 1 A-8, Bharath Nagar, 

Boml Nagar (P.0.) K.G.P. - 563 115 
Hobbies : Philately, collecting coins, 
reading quiz books and adventure 
stories, ote. 


Name : K. Haripriya 
Age: 7 ye 

‘Address : No. 8-78 20, Radhakrishna 
Colony, Alwal, Bolarom (Post) 
‘Secunderabad - 500 010. 


Hobbies : Listening to stories, wateh-| 
ing T.V., reading ‘Gokulam' and 

jes, and playing games with 
friends, 


Name: K. Madhuri 

‘Age: 18 years 

‘Address : No, 8-78 20, Radhakerishna 
Colony, Alwal, Bolarum (Post), 


Hobbies : Reading story books, comics, 
‘Gokulam’, playing indoor games, ote. 


Name : T, V, 8, Raghunath 

‘Age: 16 years 

Addvess : H.No, 10-283/5/1 
Vasanthapuri Colony, 

Mallat, 

Secunderabad - 600 647. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, exin, 
reading ‘Gokulam, » playing indoor 
games, and watching movies. 


Name: K. Ramya 

Age 10 years 

Address :'N' Block 204 (149/92) 
Krishna Colony, Anna Nagar (East), 
Madras - 600 102. 

Hobbies + Cooking snacks, making} 
handicrafts, drawing, painting, gar- 
doning, ete. 


‘Name : Pooja Srivastav 

Age 18 years 

‘Address : C/o Indrin Chemical and] 
Pharmacoutical Work’s, Sedam Road, 
Gutbarga, Karnataka - 85 105, 
Hobbies : Rending books, like 
‘Gokulam', making friends, playing} 
badminton, painting and craft work. 


Namo :G, Swotha 
‘Age: 11 years 

‘Address : 10/3 Muniappa 
Chetty Street, Triplica 
Madras - 600 005. 





Hobbies : Rading story books, music, 
playing the veona, watching'T:V. and 
holping mother. 


Name: Shankar. V. 
‘Age 4 yours 

‘Address Pv, Marsbakkam, 
Ulundurpet (South D:t.) 

Hobbies : Playing cricket, watching 
‘RV., reading comics and ‘Gokulam', 
‘and viding my bieyele, 


Name : K. V. Sarath 

‘Age 11 years 

Address : 3, Panimi Siva Rama 
Street, Madras - 600 021. 

Hobbies : Stamps and coin coll 
reading short stories and novels. 


Name :S. Chandramo\ 
‘Age: 7 years 

‘Address : 2/1 Giri Street, 

‘West Mambalam, 

Madras - 600 039. 

Hobbies : Drawing, painting and 
making handicrafts, 


Name : Kamal. R, Jobanputra 


Name : Manoj. R. Bhotia 
‘Age 14 years 
‘Address : Punit Nagar, 
Plot No.3 B2 Hi, 
Borivli (W)8. V. Road, 
Bombay - 92. 
+ Stamp collection, playing 
‘outdoor games, badmin- 
ton, eyeling, ete. 
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‘Name : G, Lavanya Aiyer, 
Age 12 years 

‘Address : No, 8, Narayan Chambers, 
Station Road, Behind Petro! Pump, 
Bharuch, Gujarat - 629 001, 
Hobbiew + Roading books like 
‘Champa’, ‘Tinkle’, "Gokulam’, ete 
Histoning to pop music, typing ai 
plyaing games, 


Name: V.8,8. Dinesh 

Age! 13 years 

‘Address : 9, Gandhi Road, Salem - 7. 
Hobbies + Collecting pictures, stickors,| 
‘reading books like ‘Golculam’ and music. 


Name : Rizwan 
‘Age 8 year 


‘Tamil Nadu - 632 613. 
Hobbies : Collecting stamps, coins, 
playing table tonnis, reading books, 
drawing, playing chess, collecting| 
beautiful pictures, ete. 


Name: A. Imran Khan, 

‘Age 12 years 

‘Address : 18 High School Road, 
China Salem - 606 201, 

Hobbies : Reading story books,| 
watching movies, playing shuttle- 
cock, cricket and football, chewing] 
bubblegum, ete, 


Name: Amit Madhukant 
Age 116 years 

‘Addvess : 1-10/71, 19 Kallor Colony, 
Station Rond, Raichur - 684 101. 
Hobbies : Making penpals, reading 
books, ete. 

Namo :8. Naveen Kumar 

‘Age : 12 yonrs 

‘Address : 589, 7th Main Road 

2nd Stage, Indira Nagar, 

Bangalore - 560 098, 








Hobbies + Reading comics, solving 
puzzles, drawing, collecting stamps 
and readingadventures ofthe Famous 
Five, Hardy boys und the Secret Seven, 


Name : B, Prom Anand 
‘Age 116 years 

‘Address :S. 8, Tam, 

Blambalur Row, 

Porambalur- 621212. 

Hobbies : Learning classics! music, 
‘watching eartoon filme, playing chess, 
football, ete. 

‘Name +A. Md. Mubeon 

‘Age : 18 years 

‘Address + 1-B Higher See. Schoo! 
Rond, 

Chinna Salem - 606 201. 

Hobbies : Reading’Gokulam’ collect 
ing stamps, coins and animal photos, 
playingshuttle-cock andearom board. 


‘Name 8. Sivathanu Premshankar 
‘Age 10 years 

‘Address : No. 68, E.M. Koil Street, 
Palavanthangsl, 

Madras - 600 114. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, playing 
cricket, carrom, chess, reading story 
books, watching TV. and studying. 


‘Name : Rajeoy Gangwar 
‘Aye +16 years 

‘Address :1695/N, Singh House, 
Sainik Schoo! Ghoralchal, 
Dist « Nainital (UP) Pin +268 150. 
Hobbies + Philately, making 
penfriends and watching old movies. 


Name +8. Sukanyn 
Age! 10 years 

‘Address : 134, Now No. 4, 
Bharathi Nagar, Main Road, 
Zaminpallavaram, 

Madras - 43, 


Hobbies: Reading’Gokulam playing 
games like electro and solving 
problems. 


Name : Rashmi. P. Hagargi 

‘Age :12 years 

Address : Annapurna Hospital, 

Opp. Town Hall, 

Public Gardons, 

Gulbarga - 685 105, 

Hobbies : Reading books, wate 
dotoctive movies, playing, writing 
tories and drawing. 


Name #8. Homamali 

Age 118 years 

‘Addvess : Flat No. 1102/40. 
Damodar park, 

GhatKopar (West) 

Bombay - 400 086 

Hobbies : Singing, dancing, listening} 
to music, reading books, drawing, 
painting, ete. 


Name: Sandeep. U. 
Age: 11 years 

‘Address :1V/6 Clive Lines, 

(Near to Station Headquarters) 
‘yichi - 620 001. 

‘Tamil Nadu. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, singing, 
playing outdoor games like cricket, 
te, 


Name :N.Sai Hamsa 
Age: 14 years 

‘Address : 169, 7th Cross, 
nd Block, Jayanagar, 
Bangalore - 560 O11. 
(Karnataka) i 
Hobbies : Drawing 
and painting, playing, 
volley ball and help- 
ing my mummy, 

and others int 

need. 





‘PICTURE STORY 


RAJA AND RANI! 


"MANY YEARS AGO, THE RAJKUMAR OF ANANTPUR 
FELLIN LOVE WITH THE RAJKUMAR OF KASHMIR. 
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Vegetable Salad! 
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ANSWERS 


Page 47 


HOI! Puzzle Time! 


B/O|Xx 

















VIA|UI LIT 





HILIE|T 








MIN|A|S|T 





1 
2 
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MIATRIA|T[H|OIN 
i 

















4|FIEIN|C 


SIS JAIVIE IL 


él Alt 


MMH [ol clklely 





MMMM Ae [c[H/e [rly 


Kc looking plant! 


it produces even 





Dad : T'd be surprised too, Anu. 


‘That's a chilli plant. 





KR. Vinod, aged 12, 


Madras - 600010. 
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p) Discover the series of the 
‘Best Sports Car’ of the world in 


Receive free ‘Sports Car Poster’ for continuous 
‘Six months with new comics of 
MAHABALI SHAKA & FAULADI SINGH 








DIAMOND COMICS PVT. LTD. 
2715, DARYA GAN4, NEW DELHI-110002 








vvsraauroRS: 
ang: # Sem 





agar #AK A 








COVER STORY 








YOGA HELPS CONCENTRATION 


Yoga is one way of keeping 
ft, that has been a part of Indian 
cultura for centuries. All of us 
know that yoga consists of doing 
asanas, meditation, eto. But how 
useful itis to our mind and body? 
How do you begin doing yoga? 

"Gokulam’ went to the 
Sivananda Yoga Vedanta 
Contre in Madras to find out. 

66 A long with asanas and 
breathing exercises,” 
says Swami Gireesananda of 
this centre, “we teach children 
some devotional songs in 
Sanskrit and English. We also 
tell them stories from religions 
all over the world.” 

‘The yoga classes for children 
arokept ton duration of one and 
ahalfhours. 

“Asanas exercise the body 
completely and keep ithealthy,” 
says Swami Gireesananda, “It 
holps strotch the muscles and 
lubricate the hody. 
ost ~f the asanas act 
directly on the spine. That 
makes your spine healthy and 
keops it flexible. Once again, 
‘your whole body benefits, and is 
icopt healthy.” 








'f you have ever seen yoga 
classes on television, you 
‘would have seen the instructor 
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repeat, “Breathe in deeply...” 
ete. 

You may have wondered 
what the breathing in and 
breathing out is all about. 

“Breathing exercises help 
improve concentration,” says 
Swami Gireesananda. “They 
help you improve your 











memory? What connection can 
it have with concentration? 
“Let me give you an ex- 


ample,” says Swami 
Gireesananda. “Just suppose 
you are watching T.V., and an 
exciting scene comes on. You 
will be concentrating on it, and 
you may not be aware that you 
are unconsciously holding your 
breath. This shows that there is, 
an intimate relationship be- 
tween breathing and 
concentration.” 





.e Sivananda Centre has 
ts main ashram in Kerala, 
where camps are held for 
children. There, you are taught 
meditation too. 

How easy is it to sit still for 
some time and meditate? 

“It does feel odd in the begin- 
ning,” says the Swami, “But 
once you learn to relax and sit, 
quietly, meditation becomes 
easier.” 





What makes yoga different 
from other exercises, like say 
jogging, or aerobics or gym ex- 
ercises? 

“Yoga has the advantage 
which is not found in any other 
exercise,” he replies, “After you 
do yoga, you will find that you 
will be quite refreshed and 
relaxed.” 


‘ow does that happen? 
After all, even when we do 
yoga, aren't we exerting oursel- 
vos? 

“Yoga actually helps con- 
serve energy,” says Swami 
Gireosananda, “It keeps a per- 
son calm and peaceful. That's 
because you relax after each 
asana, and there are breathing. 
exercises too,” 

Children’s bodies aro quite 
flexible, So it is easior for them 
to adapt themselves to doing 
the asanas. 

‘An adult who begins to do 
















How? we ask. 


66QMhildren have a 
natural rythmn in 
breathing,” he says, “Which is 
not quite so, for an adult. You 
have tousethe upper, lower and 
middle lungs to breathe in the 
proper way, But you will find 
that most adults will not be 
doing this, The way you sit also 
affects your breathing.” 
Yoga, we discovered, once 
again teaches you the right way 
to breathe, step by step. 


‘Thus, you begin to breathe 
deeply in a natural manner, 


Jeette wasn't it? So if 
you think yoga is your kind 
of exercise, go ahead and join a 
class in your neighbourhood, 
‘You may never know, it might 
even show up in your report 
card! 


the asanas * An outiide view of the Sivananda Yoga Vedanta Cent 


for the first 
time in his 
life, willhave 
to allow his 
body to get 
used to the 
different 
kinds of 
stretching, 
“Children 
breathe natu- 
rally too,” 
reveals the 
Swami. 
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COVER STORY 


EXERCISE CAN BE FUN! 


Tou ‘dance’ to music, yet you keep fit? Sounds like fun doesn't it? 
Well, that’s aerobies. Ifthis word is new toyou, you may wonder 
what kind of an exercise 
While rythmic popular music is played in the background, you 
‘step’ along with it, doing some pre-planned movements. Each 
movement is an exercise that will stretch your muscles and keep 
your body fit. 
‘Gokulam’ talked to Mrs. Stina Vasu and Bindu to know more 
about aerobics. Mrs. Vasu runs Arogya, in Madras, and Bindu, 























‘eaches aerobics in Mrs. Vasu’s Keep Fit Classes. 





66 A crobics,” says Mrs. 
Vasu, “means ‘with 
oxygen’. By breathing deeply, 
and more, the blood circulation 
is improved, and the blood is 
purified too.” 

Did acrobies originate 
with today's kind of pop music, 
‘we wanted to know, 

“{ know it was there in 
Sweden in the 1940's,” says 
Mrs. Vasu. “It has been 
popularised by people like Jane 
Fonda today. For children, wo 
don't quite call it aerobics.” 

“The exercises are more 
playful for children below ten 
years,” says Bindu, “It is not a 
rigid set of movements as we 
have for adults. We ask them to 
imitate animal movements, and 
have group exercises too.” 

Classes for children are held 
twice a year in Arogya. 
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66FPoday in the US.," says 
Mrs. Vasu. “They 
have found that children are be- 
coming fat. That's because they 
are always watching '.V. or 
playing video games, and eating 
all the time. So some kind of 
‘exercise will do them good. 

“In India, after a heavy day 
at school, children need relaxa- 
tion in body and mind after 
their classes,” 

“Aerobics burns a lot of 
calories,” says Bindu. “And it 
oops you agile too.” 





indu koops her aerobics 
lasses for children 
with different projects. She 
makes the children draw and 
paint subjects concerning 
health, There is a lot of group 
activity and exchange of ideas. 
“Sometimes,” says Bindu 
with a smile, “The children 
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come out with an exercise 
which we had not thought of 
before.” 

For child- 
ren in their 
teens, aerobics: 
will’ build 
confidence too. 

“Sometimes at that age,” 
says Mrs, Vasu. “You may 
stoop or slouch. Aerobics will 
help straighten that out, and 
teach you to carry yourself 
properly.” 

“Besides teaching them 
what exercise is,” says Bindu, 
“We also teach children about 
healthy food, hygeine, and classes. That's be- 
keeping fit....” cause they have to 


archon may not be woll concentrate on what 


own or popular as it is the instructor is 

in, western countries. But telling them, and 
ever since satellite they forget to feel 
television has caught 4 shy.” 
on, we find we know 
more about things 66r Twenty five 
happening around years ago 
the world, Among women came to 
those, is the different class only in thesal- 
ways to keep fit. war kamooz," she 

But since, aero- says. “But today, 
dies is a western they fe teen iy. 
concept, don't people ‘Tights and T-shirts 
foal shy in classoe? are mostly worn in classes." 
we saked Once you learn what 
“Well, it depends on the sorobies is, you can do the ex- 
person,” says Mrs. Vasu. “But orcigos on your own. If you 
oven if they do feel shy in the enjoy music, and like keeping 
beginning, they become less fit too, this kind of exercise 





f-eonsious during the later 
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Dear Editor, 
© Iwantto discuss N. Kalpana’s prob- 
Jem of zig-zagging’ marks (September 92 
{sue Ii our present pattern of education 
‘which is to blame for that, as well as our 
present day students. 
‘Weusedtolearn-A for Apple, Bfor Bat, 
C for Ca, ete, Today, children are taught A 
for Algebra ugh,” saysthestudent, “Lom 
allergic to it"), B for Botany (""Boring!"* 
says today's student), and C for Chemistry 
(Ie drives me crazy,” says the student)! 
‘Our marks will not zig and zag, if we are 
‘taught ina systematic way, without making 
the student hate his studies 
$, Malathy, aged 16, 
"Trichy + 620 006. 




















Dear Editor, 
2 





presume Kalpai 


's marks depend 
sometimes 


‘bad, sometimes alright So if she has good 
moods always, there will be no ‘zig-zags'! 
Vishall S,, nged 10, 

‘India Ideal School, 

‘New Delhi «58. 


Dear Ei 
&_In the October 92 issue, R. Vijaya 
wondered whether weshould tellthe teacher 
if we saw somebody copying during an ex- 
‘amination, I think we should, 





‘Nana Mathur, aged 13, 
Bhilla (MP) 

Dear Editor, 
When we sce somebody copying, 


‘we should watn hiner not to copy again. 

he/she repeats the exime’, think we 
should bring othe notice ofthe teacher. 
‘Alitha Jayashunkar, aged 12, 

Model English School, 

Bombay. 


Dear Editor, 
&_—_ Wemustsurcly tell the teacher it we 
see a friend copying. If we do not, then we 
‘ourselves will be helping make our friends 

‘ead! 
Don't you agree? 

8. Preetht, aged 12, 
Alvernia Matriculation School, 
Coimbatore. 


Dear Editor, 
© Wehave to tell the teacher if we ace 
‘someone copying. 
Abhishek V. Blah, 
‘Mangalore - 575 004, 


Dear Eaitor, 

%S__Tcompletely agree with R. Kishore 
(Cetober "92 issue). Why do people like 
Saajan think only women can do household 
chores? 





Kishore isthe fist boy who bis dis- 
agroed with the ‘orthodox’ views of people 
like Su 





‘Charu Nigam, aged 14, 
Green Fetds School, 
‘New Delhi -110 029, 


De Eto, 

© do not age wih N, Vis (Oe 

tbe '92 te), The Ran smnabooni- 

Bn May sei not quel between 
pete, a betwen pl pis, 

Rajesh Raman, aged 13, 

Mira 416410 


Deir Editor, 

%__T completely agree with Gaayathrh 

(Cetober 92 issue). The political pats in 

Tdi and some people are responsible for 

‘he Ram Janmabhoomi-Babri Masjid issue, 

‘Senthil Kumar, aged 15, 
Pudukkottal 








Dear Editor, 

&__ verte there isanagitation, 
the agitators et ire public anspor. 
‘The public are put to many incon 
veniences. 

‘Al these ats cause huge loses to 
the government. We, the pubic, pay 
ax, rom which suck pubic convenien- 
ces are un Is it no Toss for vs oo? 
Sukanya Kothandaraman, aged 12, 

SK. Junlor School, 
‘Trichy. 


Dear Editor, 
We bave celebrated the ‘Golden 
Jubilee’ of the ‘Quit India Moventent. I 
‘was widely publicised, But what didwe gain 
fiogn tis celbration? Nothing. More than 
‘50% of Indias population dd not careforit 
T would like t0 see all the people 
celebrating ths day whole-beartedly. We 


Golan nvanbe 








i 

cannot takepart the movements now, but 

‘Wwe shoul follow the pat set by ou fore~ 
sr, 





‘Anirban Chaudort, 
‘Midnapor-721 518, 


Public celebrations today cost money, 
Anirban, Woulda’e that money be bener 
tlie forthe many problems that ought 19 
be solved - unemployment, poverty, edica- 
tion, medicare, eu? Fa, 





Dear Editor, 
& Today, many students who get 
Tesserporentages get admission incoleges 
‘nly That is because they have B.C, and 
OB. cericates. 

But deserving students who get more 
han 7896 maths sil walt forthe admis 
sons, and don't getitatall, Why i itso? 








Ga 





J. Shetty, aged 15, 
‘ombay «400 703. 
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Dear Editor, 

This is with reference 10 S 
jew. Many girls argued agnnst bs eter in 
‘these pages fee, he bas represented Indian 
society as iti. Tes quite unnatural in India 
forx man to do household chores, while his 
wife rdes a Kinetic Honda, 

‘was realy stunned and rocked the way 
‘our future women citizens protested against 
his views, ‘They have become so self 
conscious about thei right that they tend 10 





God save our ‘Man’. 
my dear ficnds? 

YS. Venkatram, aged 15, 

‘Madras - 600 116. 





nd! Do you agree, 





Dear Editor, 
&__Tagne with 8, Vidhya that TY. 
serials nowadays are neiter interesting nor 
informative, And what about children? Is 
television for adults only? 
BS. Aruna Prabha, aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560 003. 





Dear Editor, 
1 disagree with R, Sunithalaksbmi 
(October "92 ise). I have an elder sister 
Soumya, The fist preference is alwa 
‘given to her. Sometimes T feel like Maying 
her, 
‘There is no justice these dayst Hmph! 
N.Ashwin, 
Bangalore +85. 





Dear Editor, 

& 1 completely disagree with 
Sunithalakshmi. All parents see that they 
give equal preter ll ther ebildren, 
So it is not wise to complain about your 
parents, brothers orsistes.Don't you agree 





























‘with me ‘Gokulam readers? 
forget the role a man bas to ply in our Ale, aged 33, 
saciety. Madras 600 047. 

PUZZLE 

WHO IS HE? 

1. He collects stamps. He is a 

2. He sells flowers, He is a 

3. He cuts hair, He isa 

4. He writes plays, He isa 

5. He writes songs. He is a 

Aravind KS. aged 8, 


Answers on page 89 


Bangalore - 560 003. 


ANSWERS 


Page 15 Page 88 
QUICKIE QUIZ! WHO IS HE? 


1) Billie Jean King, of the 
US.A.She has won 20titles-6 1, Philatelist 
singles, 10 women's doubles 
and 4 mixed doubles between —2, Florist 
1961 and 1979, 

2) No, Tennis was apart of 3, Barber 
the first modern Olympics in 
1896, and was played till the 4, Playwright 
1924 Olympics. It was re-intro- 
duced as a medal sport in the 5. Lyricist 
1988 Olympic 
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a: 


For Prospectus send Rs. 2/- Stamps 43 
A.J, ART COURSE 


Not, 6th Man Road, Dhandeeswaram, 
\elachery, Madras 600 042. 
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i's fat 
apretty cottage, and Mini soon makes friends with Amit. Amit has 
Geen abandoned by his parents, and he does odd.jobs for people. 


sr has been transferred to q hill station. They move into 


‘Mini discovers there are thirteen windows to her house. But there 
seems to be no room where the thirteenth window is! Amit then tells her 
that he heard that her house has a mysterious curse on it, and that a 
magician lived in it long ago. 

‘Mini decides to have to look at the hidden room through the 
mysterious window. Using a ladder, she climbs upto it, but alas! The 
window is paned with opaque glass. Before she can do anymore inves- 
tigation, her cousin Dhiru arrives 

She fells him about the mystery, and Dhiru too decide 
bottom of it. 

Dhiru then borrows @ ladder and takes a look at the thirteenth 
window. Realizing that nothing can be seen of the room inside, he 
decides to investigate from inside the house, They clean out a kitchen 
‘cupboard and find a door. 


Iney open the door with the help of Mr. Mehta, Mini's father. Inside 

thesmalt room isa wonderfully carved, blood-encrusted knifel Amit 
fells then an old tale he had heard from a sweeper, which says that 
thieves hid loot in the house about a century ago. Mr. Mehta, Dhiru and 
Mini decide to try and discover it. 

"They realize that the room to which the thirteenth window belongs 
has been divided into two little rooms by a wall, They have so far 
uncovered the first half of the room, where they found the knife. They 
now knock down the dividing wall, and find the thirteenth window. They 
find something else too — the skeleton of a man, and the promise of 
treasure! 

‘next day, Mini, Dhiru and Amit, with Mr. Shankaran, their next 
righbour (who offers to help), dig out a bulging sack. 














to get tothe 
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The sack contains gold jewellery, coins and many other precious 





ts! 

‘Just as they finish admiring the treasure, three thugs break into the 
house. They had heard the story from the old sweeper and had come to 
check whether it could be true. 

‘Seeing the treasure spilled out on the floor of the kitchen, they get 
greedy and wonder if there could be more. Dhiru leads them into the 
fecret room and tells them that mare treasure is buried there. So they tie 
up Mr. Shankaran, Mini, Dhiru and the old sweeper. Amit has escaped 
unseen. 

‘Just then, the doorbell rings. 

Now read on.. 


good foryou. Iitisyour mother, 
let her in. Ifit is somebody else, 
tell them nicely to go away and 


come back later.” 


DANGER FOR Mini was alarmed and 


frightened. She hoped that the 


DHIRU! person outside was not her 
mother. 

66Q7 4004" prayed Mini. "I Tho door-bell rang again 
hope itis and again, sharply 

not mummy.” and impatiently. 
‘The two thugs “Go,” growled 

looked at their the leader. 

leader. They were Mini scamper- 
ed up to the door, 


clearly wondering 


what to do. The and opened the 


one-way latch. The 





leader whipped out 
a knife and flashed door swung open. 
it around. 

“No noise from H: mother 
any of you! rushed in- 
growled out in a side with an im- 





patient, half-an- 
noyed look on her 






, menacing 
“Now untie 





this little girl.” face. 
His henchmen “What took you 
did so. so long, Mini?” she 
You,” he told grumbled. “So 


Mini, “Go open the door quietly, busy digging out your ‘treasure’ 
with'a smile on your face. Don't that you can't answer the door 
warnthepersonoutsidethatwe even? I forgot my set of flat 
are in here, if you know what's brushes and I have to finish 
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that painting today. Have 









(er voice trailed away asthe 


three men suddenly appeared. 


in the room. 

Her face froze in shock. 

“Lady,” said the leader of the 
three. “Be good and quietly 
come with us. Remember, the 
children are here too.” 

“What's all this?” cried 
Mini’s mother. “Who are...” 

“We are three men whohave 
come tounburden you of ll that 
‘treasure’.” 

“What treasure?” Mini's 
mother looked unbelieving. 

The three men laughed. 

“She hasn't seen it!” 
claimed one. 

“Come on,” said another. 
“You have to take a look.” 

Laughing all the while, they 
led her into the kitchen. 

‘They threw open the flaps of 
the sack. 

Jewellery and priceless 
items glittered in the bright 
afternoon light that streamed 
in through the window. 

“Oh God!” gasped Mini's 
mother. “Oh God!” 

“Now you've seen it,” said 
the leader. “Do come into the 
other room. You have company. 
Join them and we'll tie you up 
nicely.” 


ex- 





‘ow let’s see how Amit was 
faring. 

When he slipped out of the 

house into the open air, he ran 
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as fast as he could down the 
slope of the road. He ran for a 
longtime (to him it seemed to go 
on forever), and stopped. Look- 
ing around, he saw that he was, 
on a slope of grass. Below, he 
could see the little hill-town, 
silent and serene in the after- 
noon haze. Gasping, he flung 
himself down on the grass. 

‘What was he to do? 

If he ran straight to the 
police station, would they 
believe his story? He sat up for 
a'moment and looked at hit: 
self. His shirt had been striped 
blue and green, once upon a 
time. Now, streaked with di 
and torn in two places, it 
nothing more than a doth to 
cover him. His trousers (a pair 
of faded jeans which a kind 
shopkeoper’s son he knew in 
town had given him) was blue 
no more. 

He sighed. What was he to 
do? 

“{ could quietly run away 
from town,” he thought. 
“Nobody will remember me 
then, and let Mini and her 
friends be saved somehow.” 

But he didn’t like that 
thought either. 

He buried his face in his 
arms. 

“If only Mr. Mehta were 
here,” he thought. 

Then, “Mr. Mehta! Ofcourse 
he'll believe me! I don't know 
the name of his office, but I 
know the building in which he 
works!” 











So getting, up, he rushed 
down the slope towards the 
town below. 


'r. Mehta was tired. He 
hhad not a minuteto spare 
ever since he had rushed into 
office in the morning. Then sud- 
denly, half an hour ago, he had 
had to attend an urgent meet- 
‘ing right across town. 
“Ah! Back at last!” he 
thought as he sighted his office 
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building, as he rounded the 
corner. The whole town is as- 
leop. Only I seem to be jogging 
up and down town, attending 
this meeting and that.” 

His stomach gave a rumble, 
and he remembered that he 
hadn't yet had lunch. 
just take a peek into the 
office," he thought. “I'll see if 
there is any other important 
work to be finished. Then I'll 
dash to the restaurant across 
the road and have a nice, big 
meal.” 

Poor Mr. Mehta was doomed 
to remain hungry that day. For 
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Just as he swung open the door 
to the reception room of his of- 
fice, he heard a commotion. His 
office staff were all in a huddle 
trying to push something out of 
the door. 

The ‘something’ seemed to 
be an urchin, a fighting bundle 
of rags. 

“etme go!” it shouted. "You 
rascal 

“ salting us rascals, are 











gave 
the urchin a ringing blow on his 
back. 


‘The little boy went flying 
across from the group of people 
and slammed right into Mr. 
Mehta, whohad just opened the 
door. 


mit!” Mr. Mehta was 

oth astonished and 
annoyed. “What are you doing 
here?” 

“I came to see you,” Amit 
cried. “And all these people 
were trying to push me out.” 

Mr. Mehta turned togive his 
office staff a stern look. All of 
them looked embarrassed and 
sheepishly stumbled back to 
their places. Only his assistant 
stood there trying to explain, 
we didn’t know he was your 
sir,” he told Mr. Mehta. 
oie thought...” 

“That's okay,” Mr. Mehta 
turned away curtly, “Come in- 
side, Amit.” 

He led Amit into his office. 
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“Now why have you come 
.” 
“Oh sir!” cried Amit. “They 
rushed into your house and plan 
to take away the treasure. ‘They 
might even harm Mini and...’ 
“Now wait!” said Mr. Mehta 
confused. “What's all this? Who 
rushed into the house?” 
“Three men!” exclaimed 
Amit. And slowly, the story 
came out in bits and pieces. As 
Amit told his tale, Mr. Mehta 
began to get more and more 
alarmed. 





“How long ago was this?” 

Amit looked confused. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I 
came running here directly 
from the house.” 

“Then there's not a minute 
towaste,” cried Mr. 
ing out of his chair. 
out of his office, Amit following 
him. 

“Deshpande!” he shouted. 
His assistant came running. 
“Hold fort. I will not be back 
today. Urgent work!” 

And followed by the faithful 
Amit, he half ran to the police 
station two streets away. 








‘eanwhile, at the house, 
the five prisoners sat 
glumly in the bedroom. 

“Who knew that treasure 
would bring danger...” groaned 
Dhiru. 

Mrs, Mehta was groaning 
too, But for a different reason. 

“Who are these people? 
First ofall you mess up my 
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kitchen. 

Now these strange thugs 
turn it upside down. Will we 
ever be saved? 

‘Oh, no! My half-finished 
painting is standing on that little 
field beyond your house, Mr. 
Shankaran. Hope nobody feels like 
stealing it away. I just meant to 
dash into the house, get my flat 
brushes, and dash out again...” 

The old sweeper too was 
mumbling to himself, “Shows 
that people are not to be 
trusted, Oh, why did I tell 
Ranga my story of the treasure, 
He's now brought two more 
thugs tohelp him. I'll nover spin 
tales again... Oh, I just told 
them there was treasure. How 
was I to know that there really 
was treasure... Oh!” 





















Mini sat glumly in a corner. 

“Now I hope daddy does not 
come home and ring the bell,” 
she thought. “Then T'll have to 
Jet him in also with a smile on 
my face...” 


ext door, at Mr. 

Shankaran’s house, the 
phone was ringing for long, 
again and again. Mr. 
Shankaran lived alone, 

His best friend who lived 
higher up the hill in another 
Jonely cabin, was trying to call 
him. 

“Why isn’t Shankaran pick- 
ing up the phone?” wondered 
Aslam Khan who had retired as 
‘a commissioner from the police 
force five years ago. “I told him 
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Til surely visit him in the after- 
noon, and he said he'll definitely 
be at home. Shankaran has 
never stood me up before. He 
must have some problem or the 
other. I'll go down to his house, 
and see if he needs any help.” 


Ihe three men were sweat- 
ing profusely as they dug 
deeper into the floor of the 
secret room. 

“Come on,” cried their 
leader, impatiently. “Dig 
faster. 

“We are,” said one of his 
henchmen, the man called 
Ranga. “What do you thing 
think we have. Four hands?” 

“More treasure,” grumbled 
the third. “Can't we be happy 
with what is there? We would 
haverun from this place by now 
and would be safe somewhere... 
What if that boy is lying....?” 

“Wait!” cried the leader. 
“What did you say?” 
syigd said: what I that boy is 
lyi 














fod!” cried the leader, his 
face purple with anger. “Do you 
know why, even after digging a 
metre and a half deeper, there 
is ng more treasure? ‘That boy 

‘a 

The other two stopped dig- 
ging and stared at him, their 





mouths half open, 

“Just wait and see what I'll 
do to that lying rat!” the furious 
leader of the trio shouted. 
“Come on!” 


inside the bedroom, the tied- 
up five were beginning to feel 
uncomfortable. 

“Do they have to tie us up 
like this?” grumbled Dhiru 
loudly. “The blood circulation 
has stoped in my hands and 
logs...” He groaned as he tried 
in a more comfortable 

‘ition. 

The door opened with a 
slam. The three men stood in 
the doorway. “Uncomfortable, 
are you?” grinned the leader 
evilly. “Once we finish with you, 
you'll wish you had not com- 
plained at all! You lying brat!” 











Next issue: WHAT 
HAPPENS TO DHIRU? 
‘To be continued. 
‘LAKSHMI IYER. 
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Hey kids! Join the Maggi Club and enter the 
‘Maggi World of Adventure! 

Just cut out this > trom the front face of 
'5 emply packs of Maggi Noodles and send 
them to Us for each free git of your choice, In 

16-8 weeks, you wil receive yout fur-iled 
‘exciting git rom the Maggi Cb, 
Remember to send us your name, address and 
date of bith along with your choice of gif. I you 
ate already a Clubber, send us your 
membership number as wel If you're not a 
‘Maggi Clubber yet, his is your chancel Just ask 
Yor membership when you send us the above 
details. And well send you a free Magg| Club 
‘Membership card along with your git? 


(Our adress is 
MAGGI CLUB 

P.O. Box 5788 New Delhi-110 055. 

It you havent coteced the MAGGI BIRDHOUSE yet, do s0 now! 








r Caramilk. C for Cowboy, 
: Clown, C fo milk. G for 


nilk. © for ie 


1, © for Carami. 
© for Cool, ¢ for ( 
for Caramilk. ¢ for Co 
Cowboy, © for Garamilk. for C 
familk. © for Cowboy, © for Car tk. 


. 
Caramilk. C for Cowboy, © for 


jaramilk, G for Cool, 


Cowboy, © for Caramilk. 


for Clown, C for Caramilk. 


lCaramilk. C for Caramilk. 





